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ENGLISH TEAITS. 


CHAPTER I. 

FIRST VISIT TO ENGLAND. 

I HAVE been twice in England.’ In 1833, on my 
return from a short tour in Sicily, Italy, and France, 
I crossed from Boulogne, and landed in London at 
the Tower stairs. It was a dark Smiday morning; 
there were few people in the streets; and I remember 
the pleasure of that first walk on English ground, 
with my companion, an American artist, from the 
Tower up through Cheapside and the Strand, to a 
house in Russell Square, whither we had been recom¬ 
mended to good chambers. For the first time for 
mjny months wo were forced to cheek the saucy habit 
of travellers’ criticism, as we could no longer speak 
aloud in the streets without being understood. The 
shop-signs spoke our language; our country names 
were on \he door-plates; and the public and private 
buildings wore a more native and wonted froilt.* 

Like most young men at that time, I was much 
mdet>ted to the men of Smnburgh, and of th^Eihn- 
bnrgh Review,—to Jeffrey, Mackintosh, EslTam and 
VOL. IV. B 
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to Scott, Playfair, and Do Quincey; and my narrow 
and desnltorji reading had inspired the wish to sec 
the fapes of three or four writers,—"Ccderidge, Words¬ 
worth, Landor, De Quincey, and the latest and 
strongest contributor to the critical journals, Carlyle; 
and 1 suppose if I had sifted the reasons that led me 
to Europe, when I was ill and was advised to travel, 
it was mainly the attraction of these persons. If 
Goethe had been still living, I might have wandered 
into Germany also. Besides tho'se I have named (for 
Scott was dead), there was not in Britain the man 
living whom I cared to behold, unless it were the 
Duke of Wcllingfon, whom I afterwards saw at 
Westminster Abbey, at the funeral of Wilberforce. 
The young scholar fancies it happiness enough to live 
with people who can give an inside to the world; 
without reflecting that they are prisoners, too, of 
their own thought, and cannot apply themselves to 
yours. The conditions of literary success are almost 
destructive of the best social power, as they do not 
leave that frolic liberty which only can encounter a 
companion on the best terms. It is probable you left 
some obscure comrade at a tavern, or in the fainjs, 
wMi right mother-wit, and equality to life, when you 
crossed sea and land to play bo-peep with celebrated 
scribes. I have, however, found writers superior to 
their books, and I cling to my first belief, that a 
strong hoad will dispose fast enough of these impedi- 
inents, and give one the^satisfaction of reality, tka. 
sense if having been met, aiSl a larger horizon. 

Op sooKing over the diary of my journey in 1833. 
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I find nothing to publish in my memoranda of visits 
to placea But I have copied the fen; notes I made 
of visits to persons, as they respect parties qmte too 
good and too transparent to the whole world to make 
it needful to affect any prudery of suppression about 
a few hints of those bright personalities. 

At Florence, chief .among artists I found Hnratio 
Greenough, the American sculptor. His face was so 
handsome, and his person so well formed, that he 
might be pardoned,’ if, as was allegSd, the face of his 
Medora, and the figure of a colossal Achilles in clay, 
were idealisations of his own. Greeiough was a 
superior man, ardent and eloquSnt, and all his opin¬ 
ions had elevation and magnanimity. He believed 
that the Greeks had wrought in schogls or fraternities, 
—the genius of the master imparting his design to 
his friends, and inflaming them with it, and when his 
strength was spent, a now hand, with equal heat, 
continued the work ; and so by relays, until it was 
finished in every part with equal fire. This was 
necessary in so refractory a material as stone; and 
ho thought art would never prosper until we left our, 
|hy jealous ways, and worked in society as they. 
All his thoughts breathed the same generosity. Ho 
was an accurate and a deep man. Ho was a votary 
of the Greeks, and impatient of Gothic art. His 
paper Ai Architecture, published in 1843, announced 
in advance the leading thoughts of Mr. .Buskin on 
nwrality in architecture, notwithstanding the antago- 
nam in their views of ^e history of art. I have a 
private letter from him,—later, but respesting the 
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same period,—^in which he roughly sketches his own 
theory. “Heye is my theory of structure: A scien¬ 
tific arrangement of spaces and forms to functions 
and to site; an emphasis of features proportioned to 
their gradaied importance in function; colour and 
omanient to’ he decided and arranged and varied by 
stricldy organic laws, having, a distinct reason for 
i each decision; the entire and immediate banishment 
' of all make-shift and make-believe.” 

G reenough brt)ught mo, through a common friend, 
an invitation from Mr. Landor, who lived at San 
Domenica diTicsolo. On the 15th May I dined with 
Mr. Landor. I fouifiJ him noble and courteous, living 
in a cloud of pictures at his Villa Gherardesca, a fine 
house commanding a beautiful landscape. I had 
inferred from his books, or magnified from some 
anecdotes, an impression of Achillean wrath,—an 
untamable petulance. I do not know whether the 
imputation wore just or not, but certainly on this 
May day his courtesy veiled that haughty mind, and 
he was the most patient and gentle of hosts. He 
^praised the beautiful cyclamen which grows all about 
Florence; he admired Washington; talked of Wordy- 
worth, Byron, Masshiger, Beaumont and Fletcher. 
To be sure, he is decided in his opinions, likes to 
surprise, and is well content to impress, if possible, 
his English whim upon the immutable paet. No 
great man .ever had a great son, if Philip and Alex¬ 
ander be not an.exception; and Philip he calls the 
greater (man. In art, he los^s the Greeks, and m 
sculptur^ them only. Ho prefers the Venus to 
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everything else, ana, after that, the head of Alex¬ 
ander, in the giillery hero. He prefers John of 
Bologna to Michael Angelo; in painting, Eaffaolle; 
arid shares the growing taste for Peragino and the 
early masters. The Greek histories he thought the 
only good; and after them, Voltaire’s. I could not 
make him praise Mackintosh, nor my more recent 
friends,—Montaigne very cordially,—and Charron 
also, which seemed nndiscriminating. He thought 
Degerando indehted to “Lucas on Happiness” and 
“Lucas on Holiness”! He pestered me with Southey; 
but who is Southey 1 

He invited mo to breakfast on I’riday. On Friday 
I did not fail to go, and this time ivith Greenough. 
He entertained us at once with reciting half a dozen 
hexameter lines of Julius Ciesar’s I —from Donatus, 
ho said. He glorified Lord Chesterfield more than 
was necessary, and undervalued Burke, and under¬ 
valued Socrates; designated as three of the greatest 
of men, Washington, Phocion, and Timoleon; much 
as our p omolo gists, in their lists, select the thi’ee or 
the six best pears “for a small orchard;” and did 
n«t even omit to remark the similar termination of 
their names. “A great man,” he said, “should make 
great sacrifices, and kill his hundred oxen, without 
knonin^ whether they would be consumed by gods 
and heroSs, or whether the flies would eat them.” I 
had visited Professor Amici, who had shown ifte his 
raijjoscopos, magnifying ^ was said) two thousand 
diameters; and I spokl^f the uses to whic^i they 
were applied. Landor despised entomology,"jiet, in 
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the same breath, said, “ the sublime Tras in a grain 
of dust.” I'suppose I teased him about recent 
writers, but he professed never to have heard of 
Ilerschel, not eren by name. One room was full bf 
pictures, which ho hkes to show, especially one piece, 
standing before which, he said “he would give fifty 
guineas to the man that would swear it was a 
Domenichino.” I was more curious to see his library, 

but Mr. H-, one of the guests, told me that Mr. 

Lander gives away his books, and has never more 
than a dozen at a time in his house. 

Mr. Landor carries to its height the love of freak 
which tlie English delight to indulge, as if to signalise 
their commanding freedom. He has a wonderful 
brain, despotic, '/iolent, and inexhaustible, meant for 
a soldier, by what chance converted to letters, in 
which there is not a stylo nor a tint not known to 
him, yet with an English appetite for action and 
heroes. The thing done avails, and not what is said 
about it. An original sentence, a step forward, 
is worth more than all the censures. Landor is 
strangely undervalued in England; usually ignored: 
and sometimes savagely attacked in the Eoviows. 
The criticism may bo right, or wrong, and is quickly 
forgotten; but year after year- the scholar must still 
go back to Landor for a multitude of elegant jentenccs 
—for wisdom, wit, and indignation that ifte unfor- 
gotable. 

From London, on the fitJWAugust, I went to High- 
gate, efid wrote a note to ^Mr. Coleridge, requesting 
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leave to pay my respects to him. It was near noon. 
Mr. Coleridge sent a verbal message, that ho was in 
bed, but if I would call after one o’clock, he.would 
see mo. I retoned at one, and ho appeared, a short, 
thick old man, with bright blue eyes and fine clear 
complexion, leaning on his cane. He took, snuff 
freely, which presently soiled his cravat and'neat 
black suit. Ho asked whether I knew Allston, and 
spoke warmly of his merits and doings when he knew 
him in Borne; what a master of th§ Titianesquo he 
was, etc. etc. He spoke of Dr. Channing. It was 
an unspeakable misfortune that he should'have turned 
out a Unitaiian after all. On this he burst into a 
declamation on the folly and ignorance of Unitaiiaiir 
ism,—its high unreasonableness; imd taking up 
Bishop WaterEnd’s book, which lay on the table, he 
read with vehemence two or three pages written by 
himself in the fly-leaves,—passages, too, which, I 
believe, are printed in the “Aids to Ecfiection." 
When he stopped to take breath, I interposed, that, 
“whilst I highly valued all his explanations, I was 
bound to tell him that I was born and bred a Uni- 
tjjriaiL” “Yes,” he said, “I supposed so;” and 
continued as before. '“It was a wonder, that after 
so many ages of unquestioning acquiescence in the 
doctrine of St. Paul,—the doctrine of the Trinity, 
which was also, according to Philo Judaeus, the 
doctrine of the Jews before Christ,—this InJudful of 
Priestleians should take on themselves to deny it, 
etc. etc. He was veryJiBorry that Dr. Chanfiing,— 
a man to whom he looked up,—no, to saydtat he 
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looked up to him would be to speak falsely, but a 
man whom he looked of with so much interest,— 
should embrace such views. 'When he saw Dr. 
Channing, he had hinted to him that he was afraid 
he loved Christianity for what was lovely and 
excellent,—he loved the good in it, and not the true; 
and I tell you, sir, that I have known ton persons 
who loved the good, for one person who loved the 
true; but it is a far greater virtue to love the true 
for itself alone, than to love the good for itself alone. 
He (Coleridge) knew all about Unitarianism perfectly 
well, because he had once been a Unitarian, and knew 
what quackery it whs. He had been called ‘ the ris¬ 
ing star of Unitarianism.’ ” He went on defining, or 
rather refining; “ The Trinitarian doctrine was realism; 
the idea of God was not essential, but super-essen¬ 
tial talked of irinim and ietrahim, and much more, 
of which I only caught this, “ that the will was that 
by which a person is a person; because if one should 
push me in the street, and so I should force the man 
next me into the kennel, I should at once exclaim, 
‘I did not do it, sir,’ meaning it was not my will.” 
And this also, “that if you should insist on yo'ir 
faith here in England, and I on mine, mine would bo 
the hotter side of the faggot” 

I took advantage of a pause to say, that he had 
many readers of all religious opinions in America, 
and I proceeded to inquire if the “extract” from the 
Independent’s pamphlet, in the third volume of ,tlio 
Friend*vreta a veritable qudtttion. He replied, that 
it was^ally taken from a pamphlet in his possession. 
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entitled “A Protest of one of the Independents,” or 
something to that effect I told him«how excellent 
I thought it, and how much I wished to see the entire 
work “Yos,” ho said, “the man was a chaos of 
truths, but lacked the knowledge that.God was a 
God of order. Yet the passage would no doubt strike 
you more in the quotation than in the original, ‘for I 
have filtered it” 

When I rose to go, ho said, “I do not know 
whether you care about poeti-y, but I will repeat 
some verses I lately made on my baptismal anniver¬ 
sary,” and he recited with strong emphasis, stand¬ 
ing, ten or twelve lines, beginning, 

“Bom unto God in Christ-” 

He inquired where I had been travelling; and 
on learning that I had been in Malta and Sicily, he 
compai-ed one island with the other, “ repeating what 
he had said to the Bishop of London when ho re¬ 
turned from that country, that Sicily was an excellent 
school of political economy; foi’, in any town there, 
it only needed to ask what the government enacted, . 
a*id reverse that to know what ought to be done; it 
was the most felicitously opposite legislation to any¬ 
thing good and wise. There were only three things 
which t^e government had brought into that garden 
of delights, namely, itch, pox, and famine. Whereas, 
in Malta, the force of law and mind was*s()en, in 
nqiJcing that barren rock M semi-Saracen inh|bitants 
the seat of population Imd plenty.” Going out, he 
showed me in the next Auartment a nictur^ af All- 
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ston’B, and told mo “ that Montague, a picture-dealer, 
once came to aee him, and, glancing towards this, said, 
‘ Well, you have got a picture I’ thinking it the work 
of an old master; afterwards, Montague, still talking 
with his hack to the canvas, put up his hand and 
touched it, and exclaimed, ‘By Heaven! this picture 
is nht ten years oldso delicate and skilful was 
that man’s touch.” 

I was in his company for about an hour, but find 
it impossible to recall the largest part of his discourse, 
which was often like so many printed paragraphs in 
his book,—perhaps the same,—so readily did ho fall 
into certain commdnplacos. As I might have fore¬ 
seen, the visit was rather a spectacle than a conver¬ 
sation, of no use beyond the satisfaction of my curi¬ 
osity. Ho was old and 2 )re-occupied, and could not 
bend to a new companion and think with him. 

From Edinburgh I wont to the Highlands. On 
my return I came from Glasgow to Dumfries, and 
being intent on delivering a letter which I had brought 
from Home, inquired for Craigonputtock. It was a 
farm in Nithsdale, in the parish of Dunscore, sixteen 
miles distant. No public coach jiassed near it, so I 
took a private carriage from the inn. I found the 
house amid desolate heathery hills, where thj lonely 
scholar nourished his mighty heart. Carlylo was a 
fnan fpofh his youth, an author who did not need to 
hide from his readers, and ^ absolute a man of 
world, ^known and exileiNfcn that hill-farm, as if 

bolrlincrtnn hia ftwm f,Arma ia hoaf, in T.rin<lnn 
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He was tall and gaunt, with a clifl'-like brow, self- 
possessed, and holding his extraordinaiy powers of 
conversation in ’easy command; chnging to his 
northern accent with evident relish; full of lively 
anecdote, and with a streaming humour, which floated 
everything he looked upon. His talk, playfully 
exalting the familiar objects, put the companion at 
once into an acquaintance with his Lars and Lemurs, 
and it was very pleasant to learn what was predes¬ 
tined to be a prefty mythology. ‘ Few were the 
objects and lonely the man, “not a person to speak 
to within sixteen miles except the minister of Dun- 
scoroso that books inevitably baado his topics. 

Ho had names of his own for all the matters 
familiar to his discourse. “Blackwood’s” was the 
“sand magazine;” “Fraser’s” nearer; approach to 
possibility of life, was the “mud magazine;” a piece 
of roail near by that marked some failed eutorprisb 
was the “grave of the last sixpence.” When too 
much praise of any genius annoyed him, he professed 
hugely to admire the talent shown by his pig. He 
had spent much time and contrivance in confining 
the poor beast to one enclosure in his pen, but pig, 
by great strokes of judgment, had found out how to 
let a board down, and had foiled him. For all that, 
he still^hought man the most plastic little fellow in 
the planst, and he liked Kero’s death, “ Qmlis artifex 
pereo ! ” bettor than most history. Ho worships a 
rqjp that will manifest any truth to him. At one 
time he had inqumedfH^id read a good detS about 
America. Landor’s nvincinle was mere rebnlhon. and 
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thai he feared was the American principle. The best 
thing he knew of that country wa% tliat in it a man 
can h^ve meat for his labour. "He had road in 
Stewart’s book that when he inquired in a New York 
hotel for the Boots, he had been shown across the 
street, and had found Mungo in his own house dining 
on rdast turkey. 

We talked of books. Plato he does not read, and 
ho disparaged Socr!tt|S; and, when pressed, per¬ 
sisted in making'Mirabeau a hero. Gibbon he called 
the splendid bridge from the old world to the now. 
His own reading had been multifarious. Tristram 
Shandy was one of his first books after Eobinso.'i 
Crusoe, and Robertson’s America an early favourite. 
Rousseau’s Confessions had discovered to him that he 
was not a dunce; and it was now ten years since ho had 
learned German, by the advice of a man who told him 
he would find in that language what he wanted. 

He took despairing or satirical views of literature 
at this moment; recounted the incredible sums paid 
in one year by the great booksellers for puffing. 
Hence it comes that no newspaper is trusted now, 
no books are bought, and the booksellers are on the 
eve of bankruptcy. 

He still returned to English pauperism, the crpwded 
country, the selfish abdication by public mqp of all 
that public persons should perform. “Government 
should* direct poor men what to do. Poor Irish folk 
come wandering over these moors. My dame ma^es 
it a rule to give to every sOTltof Adam bread to eat, 
and sqnplics his wants to thf next housa But here 
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are thousands of acres which might give them all meat, 
and nobody to bid these poor Irish go. to the moor 
and till it They burned the stacks, and so found 
a way to force the rich people to attend to them.” 

We went out to walk over long lulls, and looked 
at Criffel, then without his cap, and down, into 
Wordsworth’s country.. There we sat down, 'and 
talked of the immortality of the soul. It was not 
Carlyle’s fault that we talked on that topic, for he 
bad the natural disiflclmatiod of eveiy nimble spirit 
to bruise itself against wads, and did not like to 
place himself where no step can be taken. But he 
was honest and true, and cognishnt of the subtile 
links that bind ages together, and saw how every event 
affects all the future. “ Christ died on tho tree; that 
built Dunscoro kirk yonder; that brought you and 
me together. Time has only a relative existence.” 

He was already turning his eyes towards London 
with a scholar’s appreciation. London is the heart 
of tho world, he said, wonderful only from the mass 
of human beings. Ho liked tho huge machine. Each 
keeps its own round. 'The baker’s boy brings muffins 
tojihe window at a fixed hour every day, and tliat is 
all the Londoner knows or wishes to know on the 
subject. But it turned out good mca Ho named 
certain individuals, especially one man of letters, his 
friend, the best mind he laiew, whom London had 
well served. 

On tho 28th August, lAvent to Eydal Moifiit, to 
pay my respects to Mr. Wordsworth. His daughters 
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called in their father, a plain, elderly, white-haired 
man, not prepossessing, and disfigured by green 
goggles. He sat down, and talked with great sim¬ 
plicity. He had just returned from a journey. His 
health was good, but he had broken a tooth by a 
fall, when walking with two lawyers, and had said 
that he was glad it did not happen forty years ago; 
whereupon they had praised his philosophy. 

He had much to say of America, the more that it 
gave occasion for his favourite topic,—that society is 
being enlightened by a superficial tuition, out of all 
proportion to its being restrained by moral culture. 
Schools do no good. Tuition is not education. He 
tliinks more of the education of circumstances than of 
tuition. ’Tis ij,ot question whether there are offences 
of which the law takes cognisance, but whether there 
are offences of which the law does not take cognisance. 
Sin is what he fears, and how society is to escape 
without gravest mischiefs from this source —1 He has 
even said, what seemed a paradox, that they needed a 
civil war in America to teach the necessity of knitting 
the social ties stronger. “ There may be,” he said, 
“in America some vulgarity in manner, but th^’s 
not important. That comes of the pioneer state of 
i things. But I fear they are too much given to the 
making of money; and secondly, to politics; that 
they make political distinction the end, and not the 
means." And I fear they lack a class of men of 
leisure,—in short, of gentlemen,—to give a tone pf 
honodr to the community. am told that things are 
boasted of in the second cla^s of society there, which. 
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in England,—God knows, are done in England every 
day,—^but would never bo spoken of. Jn America I 
wish to know not how many churches or schools, but 
what newspapers ? My friend, Colonel Hamilton, at 
the foot of the hill, who was a year in America, 
assures me that the newspapers are atrocious, and 
accuse members of G9ngre3S of stealing spoons 1” 
Ho was against taking off the tax on newspapers in 
England, which the reformers represent as a 
upon knowledge, for*this reason, that they would be 
inundated with base prints. He said he talked on 
political aspects, for ho wished to impress'on me and 
all good Americans to cultivate the moral, the con¬ 
servative, etc. etc., and never to call into action the 
physical strength of the people, as, had just now 
been done in England in the Reform Bill,—a thing 
prophesied by Delolme. He alluded once or twice to 
Ids conversation with Dr. Channing, who had recently 
visited him (laying his hand on a particular chair in 
wliich the Doctor had sat). 

The conversation turned on books. Lucretius he 
esteems a far higher poet than Virgil; not in his 
sjstem, which is nothing, but in his power of illustra- 
tiom Faith is necessary to explain anything, and to 
reconcile the foreknowledge of God with human evil. 
Of Cousin (whose lectures we had all been reading 
in Boston) he knew only the name. 

I inquired if ho had read Carlyle’s critical articles 
and translations. Ho said, ho thought him sometimes 
insane. He proceeded ib abuse Goethe’s 'Wilhelm 
Meister heartily. Itwa^full of all manner of Arnica- 
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tion. It was like the crossing of flies in the air. He 
had never gpne farther than the first part; so dis¬ 
gusted was he that he threw the hook across the room. 
I deprecated this wrath, and said what I could for 
the bettor parts of the book; and he courteously 
promised to look at it again. Carlyle, he said, wrote 
most obscurely. He was clever and deep, but he 
defied the sympathies of eveiybody. Even Mr. 
Coleridge wrote more clearly, though he had always 
wished Coleridge would write more to be understood. 
He led me out into his garden, and showed me the 
gravel walk in which thousands of his lines were 
composed. His oyOs are much inflamed. This is no 
loss, except for reading, because he never writes prose, 
and of poetry l^o carries even hundreds of linos in his 
head before writing them. Ho had just returned from 
a visit to Stafifa, and within three days had made three 
sonnets on Fingal’s Cave, and was composing a fourth, 
when he was called in to see me. He said, “ If you 
are interested in my verses, perhaps you will like to 
hear these lines." I gladly assented; and he recol¬ 
lected himself for a few moments, and then stood 
forth and repeated, one after (he other, the three 
entire sonnets, with great animation. I fancied the 
second and third more beautiful than his poems are 
wont to ba The third is addressed to the .flowers, 
which, he said, especially the oxoye daisy, «are very 
abundant on the top of the rock. The second alludes 
to the name of the cave, which is “ Cave of Music^” 
tho fiiflt to the cireumstantsf of its being visited by 
the promiscuous company of^o steamboat 
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This recitation was so unloosed for and surprising, 
—he, the old Woidsworth, standing apart, and reciting 
to me in a garden-walk, like a schoolboy declaiming 
—that I at first was near to laugh; but recollecting 
myself, that I had come thus far to see a poet, and 
he was chanting poems to me, I saw that he was right 
and I was wrong, and gladly gave myself up to hear. 
I told him how much the few printed extracts had 
quickened the desire to possess his unpublished poema 
He replied, he never was in haste to publish; partly, 
because he corrected a good deal, and evqry alteration 
is ungraciously received after printing; but what he 
had written would be printed, whether he lived or 
died. I said, “ Tintem Abbey ” appeared to be the 
favourite poem with the public, but toore contempla¬ 
tive readers preferred the first books of the “Excur¬ 
sion,” and the Soimets. He said, “Yes, they are 
better.” He preferred such of his poems as touched 
the affections, to any others; for whatever is didactic, 
—what theories of society, and so on,—might perish 
quickly; but whatever combined a truth with an 
affection was anj/ra cs a«, good to-day and good for 
ever. He cited the sonnet “ On the feelings of a high- 
minded Spaniard,” which he preferred to any other 
(I so understood him), and the “Two Voices;” and 
quoted,iwith evident pleasure, the verses addressed 
“To the “Skylark.” In this connection, he said of the 
Newtonian theory, that it might yet be superseded 
a^d forgotten; and Dalton’s atomic theory. 

When I prepared toMepart, he said he wished to 
show me what a commJb person in England* could 
VOL, IV. 0 
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do, and he led me into the, enclosure of his clerk, a 
young man, to whom ho had given this slip of ground, 
which was laid out, or its natural fcapabilitics shown, 
with much taste. He then said he would show me 
a better way towards the inn; and he walked a good 
part of a mile, talking, and ever and anon stopping 
short to impress the word or the verse, and finally 
parted from me with great kindness, and returned 
across the fields. 

Wordsworth honoured himself by his simple ad¬ 
herence to truth, and was very willing not to shine; 
but he surprised by the hard limits of his thought. 
To judge from a single conversation, he made the 
impression of a narrow and very English mind; of 
one who paid for his rare elevation by general tame¬ 
ness and conformity. Off his own beat, his opinions 
were of no value. It is not very rare to find persons 
loving sympathy and ease, who expiate their depart¬ 
ure from the common, in one direction, by their con¬ 
formity in every other. 
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VOYAGE TO ENGLAND. ■ 

The occasioa of my second visit to England was an 
invitation from some Mechanics’ Institutes in Lanca¬ 
shire and Yorkshire, which sopaAtely are organised 
much in the same way as our New England Lyceums, 
but, in 1847, had been linked into a Union,” which 
embraced twenty or thirty towns and cities, and 
presently extended into the middle counties, and 
northward into Scotland. I was invited, on liberal 
terms, to read a series of lectures in them all. The 
request was urged with every kind suggestion, and 
every assurance of aid and comfort, by friendliest 
parties in Manchester, who, in the sequel, amply 
rqdeomed their word. The remuneration was equi¬ 
valent to the fees at that time paid in this country 
for the like services. At all events, it was sufficient 
to covqf any travelling expenses, and the proposal 
offered an excellent opportunity of seeing the interior 
of England and Scotland, by means of a hon!e,.and a 
committee of intelligent friends, awaiting me in every 
town. 

I did not go very willingly. I am not a good 
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traveller, nor have I found that long journeys yield 
a fair share of reasonable hours. But the invitation 
■was repeated and pressed at a moment of more leisure, 
and when I was a little spent by some unusual studies. 
I wanted a change and a tonic, and England was 
proposed to me. Besides, there were, at least, the 
dread attraction and salutary influences of the sea. 
So I took my berth in the packet-ship Washington 
Irving, and sailed from Boston on Tuesday, 5th 
October 1847. 

On Friday at noon, wo had only made one hundred 
and thirty-four miles. A nimble Indian would have 
swum as far; but the captain affirmed that the ship 
would show us in time all her paces, and wo crept 
along through the floating drift of boards, logs, and 
chips, which the rivers of Maine and New Brunswick 
pour into the sea after a freshet. 

At last, on Sunday night, after doing one day’s 
work in four, the storm came, the ■winds blew, and 
wo flew before a north-wester, which strained every 
rope and sail. The good ship darts through the 
water all day, all night, like a fish, quivering with 
speed, gliding through liquid leagues, sliding from 
horizon to horizoa She has passed Cape Sable; she 
has reached the Banks; the land-birds are loft; 
gulls, haglets, ducks, potols, swim, dive, aijd hover 
around; no fishermen; she has passed the Banks, 
left five‘sail behind her, far on the edge of the west 
at sundown, which were far east of us at mom,— 

I ' ’f! 

though they say at sea a stem chase is a long race,— 
and still we fly for ottr livojf. The shortest sea-line 
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from Boston to Liverpool is 2850 mte. This a 
steamer keeps, and saves 150 miles. A sailing ship 
can never go in a shorter lino than 3000, and usually 
it is much longer. Our good master keeps his kites 
up to the last moment, studding-sails alow and aloft, 
and, by incessant straight steering, never loses a rod 
of way. Watchfulness, is tho law of tho ship,— 
watch on watch, for advantage and for life. Since 
the ship was built, it seems, the master never slept 
but in his day-clothcs whilst on board. “ There are 
many advantages,” says Saadi, “in sea-voyaging, but 
socuiity is not one of them.” Yet in hdrrying over 
these abysses, whatever dangers we are running into, 
wo are certainly running out of tho risks of hundreds 
of miles every day, which have their ,own chances of 
squall, collision, sea-stroke, piracy, cold, and thunder. 
Hour for hour, the risk on a steamboat is greater; 
but the speed is safety, or, twelve days of danger, 
instead of twenty-four. 

Our ship was registered 760 tons, and weighed 
perhaps, with all her freight, 1500 tons. Tho main¬ 
mast, from the deck to tho top-button, measm'od 116 
fijet; the length of tho deck, from stem to stem, 
155. It is impossible not to personify a ship; every¬ 
body does, in everything they say:—she behaves 
well; she minds her rudder; she swims like a duck; 
she runsi her nose into the water; she looks into a 
port. Then that wonderful raprif dv corps, by .which 
TO adopt into our solf-Iove everything wo touch, 
makes us all champions *of her sailing qualities. 

Tho conscious ship h^ars all the praise. . In one 



22 ENGLISH TBATTA [CHAr. 

week she has made 1467 miles, and now, at night, 
seems to hejr the steamer behind her which left 
Boston to-day at two, has mended' her speed, and is 
flying before the gray south wind eleven and a half 
knots the hour. The searfiro shines in her wake, and 
far around wherever a wave breaks. I read the 
hour, 9h. 45', on my watch by this light. Near the 
equator you can read small print by it; and the 
mate describes the phosphoric insects, when taken up 
ill a pail, as shaped like a Carohha potato. 

I find the sea-life an acquired taste, like that for 
tomatoes and olives. The confinement, cold, motion, 
noise, and odour aih not to be dispensed with. The 
floor of your room is sloped at an angle of twenty 
or thirty degrees, and I waked every morning with 
the belief that some one was tipping up my berth. 
Nobody likes to bo treated ignominiously, upset, 
shoved against the side of the house, rolled over, 
suffocated with bilge, mephitis, and stewing oil. Wc 
got used to these annoyances at last, but the dread of 
the sea remains longer. The sea is masculine, the 
type of active strength. Look what egg-shells are 
drifting all over it, each one, like ours, filled with 
men in ecstasies of terror, alternating with cockney 
conceit, as the sea is rough or smooth. Is this sad- 
coloured circle an eternal cemetery! In ouy grave¬ 
yards we .scoop a pit, but this aggressive water opens 
milo-whre pits and chasms, and makes a mouthful of 
a fleet ^ To the geologist, the sea is the onlyfiriqp- 
ment; the land is in perpetu*! flux and change, now 
blown jip like a tumour, no^ sunk in a chasm, and 
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ths registered observations of a few hundred years 
find it in a perpetual tilt, rising and falling. The 
sea keeps its old level; and ’tis no wonder that the 
history of our race is so recent, if the roar of the 
ocean is silencing our traditions A rising of the 
sea, such as has been observed, say an inch in a 
century, from east to west on the land, will bury all 
the towns, monuments, bones, and knowledge of 
mankind, steadily and insensibly. If it is capable of 
these great and secular mischiefs, it is quite as ready 
at private and local damage; and of this no lands¬ 
man seems so fearful as the seaman. Such discom¬ 
fort and such danger as tho narratives of the captain 
and mate disclose are bad enough as tho costly fee 
wo pay for entrance to Europe; buj tho wonder is 
always new that any sano man can bo a sailor. And 
here, on tho second day of our voyage, stepped out 
a little boy in his shirt-sleeves, who had hid himself 
whilst tho ship was in port, in the bread-closet, 
having no money, and wishing to go to England. 
The sailors have dressed him in Guernsey frock, with 
a knife in his belt, and he is climbing nimbly about 
a{ter them, “likes the work first-rate, and, if the 
captain will take him, means now to come back again in 
the ship.” The mate avers that this is the history of 
all sailOTs; nine out of ten are runaway boys; and 
adds, that all of them are sick of the sea, but stay in 
it out of pride. Jack has a life of risks, incessant 
abuse, and the worst pay. It is a little better with 
the mate, and not very much better with the &ptain. 
A hundred dollars a month is reckoned high pay. If 
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sailors were contented, if they had not resolved again 
and again not to go to sea any more, 1 should 
respect them. 

Of course, the inconvenionces and terrors of tlie 
sea aro not of any account to those whose minds 
are preoccupied. The water-laws, arctic frost, the 
mountain, the mine, only shatter oockneyism; every 
nohlo activity makes room for itself. A groat mind 
is a good sailor, as a great heart is. And the sea is 
not slow in disclosing inestimable secrets to a good 
naturalist. 

’Tis a good rule in every journey to provide some 
piece of liberal study to rescue the hours which bad 
weather, bad company, and taverns steal from the 
best economist Classics, which at homo are drowsily 
read, have a strange charm in a country inn, or in the 
transom of a merchant brig. I remember that some 
of the happiest and most valuable hours I have owed 
to books, passed, many years ago, on shipboard. The 
worst impediment I have found at sea is the want of 
light in tho cabin. 

We found on board tho usual cabin library; Basil 
Hall, Dumas, Dicken.s, Bulwer, Balzac, and Sand, wore 
our sea-gods. Among the pa.ssongcrs there was some 
vai'ioty of talent and profession; we exchanged our 
experiences, and all learned something. The busiest 
talk with leisure and convenience at sea, apd some¬ 
times ^a .memorable fact turns up, which yon have 
long had a vacant niche for, and seize with tho j^' 
of a dillector. But, under, the best conditions, a 
vovaee is one of the severesi, tests to trv a man. A 
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college examination is nothing to it. Sea^days are 
long,—these lack-lustre, joyless daj's which whistled 
over us; but they .‘wore few,—only fifteen, as the 
captain counted, sixteen according to mo. Reckoned 
from the time when wo left soundings, our speed was 
such that the captain drew the lino of his course in 
red ink on his chart, for the encouragement or envy 
of future navigators. 

It has been s.aid that the King of England would 
consult his dignity by giving audience to foreign 
ambassadors in the c.abin of a man-of-war. And I 
think tlio white path of an Atlantic ship the right 
avenue to the p.alace front of this»seaf.aring people, 
wlio for hundreds of years claimed the strict sove¬ 
reignty of the sea, and exacted toll and the striking 
■sail from the ships of all other peoples. When their 
jirivilcge was disputed by the Dutch and other junior 
marines, on the plea that you could never .anchor on 
the same wave, or hold property in what was always 
(lowing, the Etiglish did not stick to claim the channel, 
or bottom of all the main. “As if,” said they, “wo 
contended for the drops of the sea, and not for its 
situation, or the bed of those waters. The sea is 
bounded by his majesty’s empire.” 

As we neared the land its genius was felt. This 
was ineVjitably the British side. In every man’s, 
thought anses now a new system, English sentiments, 
English loves and fears, English history and* social 
m^es. Yesterday, every passenger had measured 
the speed of the ship by,watching the bubblcl over 
the ship’s bulwarks. To-day, instead of bubbles, we 
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measure by Kinsalo, Cork, Waterford, and Ardmore. 
There lay tlje green shore of Ireland, like some coast 
of plenty. Wo could seo towns, towers, churches, 
harvests; but the curse of eight hundred years we 
could not discern. 
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LAND. 

Alfieri tliought Italy ami England tlio only countries 
worth living in; the former, hecause there nature 
vin(]icate.s her rights, and triumphs wer the evils in¬ 
flicted hy the governments; the latter, because art 
conquers nature, and transforms a ijide, nngenial 
land into a paradise of comfort and plenty. England 
is a garden. Under an ash-coloured shy, the fields 
have been combed and rolled till they appear to have 
liecn finished with a pencil instead of a plougln The 
solidity of the structures that compose the towns 
speaks the industry of ages. Nothing is left as it 
was made. Eivers, hills, valleys, the sea itself, feel 
tin; hand of a master. The long habitation of a 
powerful and ingenious race has turned every rood of 
land to its best use, has found all the capabilities, the 
arable sojj, the quairiable rock, the highways, the by¬ 
ways, tlie ferds, the navigable waters; and the new arts 
of intercourse meet you everywhere; so that England 
is j huge phali^tery, whore all that man wants is 
provided within the proanct. Cushioned and com¬ 
forted in every manner, ’the traveller rides a3_on a 



28 ENGLISH TEAJTS. [cHAP, 

cannon-ball, high and low, over rivers and towns, 
through mountains, in tunnels of three or four miles, 
at near twice the speed of oxk trains; and reads 
quietly the Times newspaper, which, by its immense 
correspondence and reporting, seems to have machi- 
nisod tho rest of tho world for his occasion. 

Tlie problem of the traveller landing at Liverpool 
is. Why England is England 1 What are the elements 
of that power which tho English hold over other 
nations? If there bo one teat of national genius 
imivcrsally accepted, it is success; and if there be 
one successful country in the universe for the last 
millennium, that country is England., 

A wise traveller will naturally choose to visit tho 
best of actual nations; and an American has more 
reasons than another to draw him to Britain. In all 
that is done or begun by the Americans towards right 
thinking or practice, wo are met by a civilisation 
already settled and overpowering. The culture of 
tho day, the thoughts and aims of men, are English 
thoughts and aims. A nation considerable for a 
thousand years since Egbert, it has, in the last 
centuries, obtained tho ascendant, and stamped the 
knowledge, activity, and power of mankind with its 
impress. Tlioso who resist it do not feel it or obey 
it less. The Russian in his snows is aiming to be 
English. The Turk and Chinese also are making 
awkwafrd efforts to be English. Tho practical com¬ 
mon-sense of modem society, the utilitarian direction 
which labour, laws, opinion, religion take, is the 
natural genius of the Britisn mind. The influence of 
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France is a constitnent of modern civility, but not 
enough opposed to the English for the most whole¬ 
some efl'ect. The American is only the continuation 
of the English genius into now conditions, more or 
loss propitious. 

See what books till our libraries. Every book wo 
read, every biography, play, romance, in whatever 
form, is still English history and manners. So tliat 
a sensible Englishman once said to me, “ As long as 
you do not grant us'copyright, we shall have the 
teaching of you.” 

But wo have the same difficulty in maldng a social 
or moral estimate of England, as flic sheriff finds in 
drawing a jury to try some cause which has agitated 
the whole coinmimity, and on which everybody finds 
him.self lui interested party. Officers, jui'ors, judges, 
have all taken sides. England has inoculated all 
nations with her civilisation, intcUigonco, and tastes; 
and, to resist the tyranny and prepossession of the 
British element, a serious man must aid himself, by 
comparing with it the civilisations of the farthest east 
and west, the old Greek, the Oriental, and, much 
more, the ideal standard, if only by means of tlie 
very impatience which English forms are sure to 
awaken in independent minds. 

Besides, if we will visit London, the present time 
is the best time, as some signs portend that it has 
reached its highest point. It is observed that the ' 
English interest us a little less within a few jrears; 
and hence the impression^that the British power has 
culminated, is in solstice, or already declining. 
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As soon as you enter England, which, with Wales, 
is no larg^ than the State of G-eoigia,’ this little 
land stretches hy an illusion to the dimensions of an 
empire. The innumerable details, the crowded suc¬ 
cession of towns, cities, cathedrals, castles, and great 
and decorated estates, the number and power of the 
trades and guilds, the military strength and splendour, 
the multitudes of rich and of remarkable people, the 
servants and equipages,—all these catching the eye, 
and never allowing it to pause, hide all boundaries, 
by the impression of magnificence and endless wealth. 

I reply to all the urgencies that refer me to this 
and that object 'indispensably to be seen,—Yes, to 
see England well needs a hundred years; for, what 
they told mq was the merit of Sir John Soane’s 
Museum, in London,—^that it was well packed and 
well saved,—is the merit of England ;^it is stuffed 
full, in all comers and crevices, with towns, towers, 
churches, villas, palaces, hospitals, and charity-houses. 
In the history of art, it is a long way from a cromlech 
to York minster; yet all the intermediate steps may 
still be traced in this all-preserving island. 

The territory has a singular perfection. The 
climate is warmer by many degrees than it is entitled 
to by latitude. Neither hot nor cold, there is no 
hour in the whole year when one cannot woyk. Here 
is no winter, but such days as we have in Mas- 
saclmsette in November, a temperature which makes 
no erdiausting demand on hiunan strength, but allows 

’ Add South Carolina, and yoft have more than an equivalent 
for the ffiea of Scotland. 

c 



III.] 


LAUD. 


31 


the attainment of the largest stature. Charles tile 
Second said, “it invited men abroad mere days in 
the year and more hours in the day than another 
country.” Then England has all the materials of a 
working country except wood. The constant rain,— 
a rain with every tide, in some parts of the island,— 
= keeps its multitude of rivers full, and brings agricul¬ 
tural production up to the highest point It has 
plenty of water, of stone, of potter’s clay, of coal, of 
salt, and of iron. The land naturally abounds with 
game, immense heaths and downs are paved with 
quails, grouse, and woodcock, and the shores are 
animated by water-birds. The rivJrs and the sur¬ 
rounding sea spawn with fish; there are salmon for 
the rich, and sprats and herrings for the poor. In 
the northern lochs, the herring are in innumerable 
shoals; at one season, the country people say, the 
lakes contain one part water and two parts fish. 

, The only drawback on this industrial conveniency, 
is the ^^ess of its sky. The night and day arc 
too nearly of a colour. It strains the eyes to read 
and to write. Add the coal smoke. In the manu- 
fact*iring towns, the fine soot or Hacks darken the 
day, give white sheep the colour of black sheep, die 
colour the human saliva, contaminate the air, poison 
many plants, and corrode the monuments and build¬ 
ings. 

The London fog aggravates the distempera, (!f*the 
_s^ and sometimes justifies the epigram oi^ the 
climate by an English wjji, “m a fine day, looking 
^ up a chimney; in a foul day, looking down-jne.’ 
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A gentleman in Liverpool told mo that he found ho 
could do without a fire in his parlour about one day 
in the year. It is however pretended, that the enor¬ 
mous consumption of coal in the island is also felt in 
modifying the general climata 

Factitious climate, factitious position. England 
resembles a ship in its shape, and, if it were one, its 
best admiral could not have worked it, or anchored 
it in a more judicious or effective position. Sir John 
Herschel said, “ London was the centre of the terrene 
globe.” The shopkeeping nation, to use a shop word, 
has a good stand. The old Venetians pleased them¬ 
selves with the flattery that Venice was in 45°, mid¬ 
way between the polos and the line; as if that were 
an imperial centrality. Long of old, the Greeks 
fancied Delphi tlic navel of the earth, in their favour¬ 
ite mode of fabling the earth to be an animal. The 
Jews believed Jerusalem to bo the centre. I have 
seen a kratometric chart designed to show that the 
city of Philadelphia was in the same thermic belt, 
and, by inference, in the same belt of empire, as the 
cities of Athens, Eomo, and London. It was drawn 
by a patriotic Philadelphian, and was examined with 
pleasure, under his showing, by the inhabitants of 
Chestnut Street. But, when carried to Charleston, 
to New Orleans, and to Boston, it somehow failed to 
convince the ingenious scholars of all tho^ capitals. 

But England is anchored at the side of Europe, 
and .right in the heart of the modem world. .The 
sea, which, according to Virgil’s famous line, divided 
the .poor Britons utterly from the world, proved to 
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be the ring of marriage with all nations. It is not 
down in the books,—it is written only in Jhe geologic 
strata,—that fortunate day when a wave of the Ger¬ 
man Ocean burst the old isthmus which joined Kent 
and Cornwall to France, and gave to this fragment 
of Europe its impregnable sea wall, cutting off an 
island of eight hundred miles in length, with an 
irregular breadth reaching to three hundred miles; a 
territory large enough for independence enriched with 
every seed of national power, so near, that it can sec 
the harvests of tho continent; and so far, that who 
would cross the strait must be an expert mariner, 
ready for tempests. As America, Europe, and Asia 
lie, these Britons have precisely the best commercial 
position in tho whole planet, and are sure of a market 
for all the goods they can manufacture. And to 
make these advantages avail, the Eiver Thames must 
dig its spacious outlet to the sea from the heart of the 
kingdom, giving road and landing to innumerable 
ships, and all the convonioncy to trade, that a people 
so skilful and sufficient in economising water-front by 
docks, warehouses, and lighters, required. When 
daipes the First declared his purpose of punishing 
London by removing his Court, the Lord Mayor 
replied, “ that, in removing his royal presence from 
his liege^ they hoped ho would leave them the 
Thames.’ 

In the variety of surface, Britain is a miniatuso of | 
Europe, having plain, forest, marsh, river, sea-s^ore;' 
!nines in Cornwall ; caves in Matlock and Derbyshire; 
ielicions landscape in Dovedalo, delicious sea-vi^w at 
VOL. IV. , D 
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Tor Bay, Highlands in Scotland, Snowdon in Wales ; 
and in Westmoreland and Cumberland, a pocket 
Switzerland, in which the lakes and mountains are 
on a sufficient scale to fill the eye and touch the im¬ 
agination. It is a nation conveniently small. Fonte- 
nelle thought that nature had sometimes a little 
affectation: and there is such an artificial complete¬ 
ness in this nation of artificers, as if there wore a 
design from the beginning to elaborate a bigger Bir¬ 
mingham. Nature held counsel with herself, and 
said, “My Eomans are gone. To build my new 
empire I will choose a rude race, all masculine, with 
brutish strength.' I will not gnidge a competition of 
the roughest males. Let buffalo gore buffalo, and the 
pasture to the strongest! For I have work that 
requires the best will and sinew. Sharp and temper¬ 
ate northern breezes shall blow, to keep that will 
alive and alert. The sea shall disjoin the people from 
others, and knit them to a fierce nationality. It shall 
give them markets on every side. Long time I will 
keep them on their feet, by poverty, border-wars, sea¬ 
faring, sea-risks, and the stimulus of gain. An 
island,—but not so large, the people not so many 
as to glut the great markets and depress one another, 
but proportioned to the size of Europe and the 
continents.” 

With its fruits, and wares, and mon^,'must its 
civil influence radiate. It is a singular coincidence 
to this ggographic .centrality, tie spiritual centrality, 
which Emanuel Swedenborg ascribes to the people. 
“ Fg» the English nation, the best of them are in the 
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centre of all Christians, because they, have interior 
intellectual light This appears conspicuously in the 
spiritual world, "fliis light they derive from the 
liberty of speaking and writing, and thereby of 
thinking.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

RACE. 

An ingenious anatomist has written a hook' to in-ove 
that races arc imperishahlo, hut nations are pliant 
political constructions, easily changed or destroyed. 
But this writer did not found his assumed races on 
any necessary, law, disclosing their ideal or meta¬ 
physical necessity; nor did he, on the other hand, 
count with precision the existing races, and settle the 
true hounds ; a point of nicety, and the poj)ular test 
of the theory. The individuals at the extremes of 
divergence in one race of men are as unlike as the 
wolf to the lapdog. Yet eaeh variety shades down 
imperceptibly into the next, and you cannot draw the 
line where a race begins or ends. Hence every writer 
makes a difi'erent count. Blumenbach reckons five 
races; Humboldt three; and Mr. Pickering, who lately, 
in our Exploring Expedition, thinks he saw all the 
kinds of men that can be on the planet, mafcds eleven. 

1^0 BErasH Empire is reckoned to contain 
222,000,000 souls,—perhaps a fifth of the population 

of the globe; and to comprise a territory of 5,000,000 

( 

' The Races, a Fragment. By Robert Enox. London: 1850. 
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square miles. So iai have British people predomi¬ 
nated. Perhaps forty of these millions aye of British 
stock. Add the Ifnited States of America, which 
reckon, exclusive of slaves, 20,000,000 of people, on 
a torritoiy of 3,000,000 square miles, and in which 
the foreign element, however considerable, is rapidly 
assimilated, and you hayo a population of English 
descent and language of 60,000,000, and governing 
a population of 245,000,000 souls. 

The British census proper reckons twenty-seven 
and a half millions in the home countries. What 
makes this census important is the quality of the 
units that compose it. They are free forcible men, 
in a coimtry whore life is safe, and has reached the 
greatest value. They give the bias fo the current 
age; and that, not by chance or by mass, but by 
their character, and by the number of individuals 
among them of personal ability. It has been denied 
that the English have genius. Be it as it may, men 
of vast intellect have been born on their soil, and 
they have made or applied the principal inventions. 
They have sound bodies, and supreme endurance in 
wy and in labour. The spawning force of the race 
has sufficed to the colonisation of great parts of the 
world; yet it remains to be seen whether they can 
make-g^d the exodus of millions from Great Britain, 
amounting, in 1852, to more than a thousand a day. 
They have assimilating force, since they are imitated 
their foreign subjects ; and they are still aggressive 
and propagandist, enlar^'ng the dominion of their 
arts and liberty. Tlicir laws are hospitable^ and 
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slavery docs not exist under them. What oppression 
exists is incidental and temporary; their success is 
not sudden or fortunate, hut they have maintained 
constancy and self-equality for many ages. 

Is this power due to their race, or to some other 
cause 1 Men hear gladly of tho power of blood or 
race. Everybody likes to know that his advantages 
cannot be attributed to air, soil, sea, or to local wealth, 
as mines and quarries, nor to laws and traditions, nor 
to fortune, but to superior brain, as it makes the 
praise more personal to him. 

We anticipate in the doctrine of race something 
like that law of physiology, that, whatever bone, 
muscle, or essential organ is found in one healthy in¬ 
dividual, the same part or organ may be found in or 
near the same place in its congener; and wo look to 
find in the son every mental and moral property that 
existed in the ancestor. In race, it is not the broad 
shoulders, or litheness, or stature, that give advantage, 
but a symmetry that reaches as far as to the wit. 
Then the miracle and renown begin. Then first we 
cars to examine the pedigree, and copy heedfnlly the 
training,—what food they ate, what nursing, school, 
and exercises they had, which resulted in this mother- 
wit, delicacy of thought, and robust wisdom. How 
came such men as King Alfred, and Eogqr $acon, 
William of Wykeham, Walter Ealeigh, Phikj) Sidney, 
Isaac Newton, William Shakspeare, George Chap¬ 
man, Francis Bacon, George Herbert, Henry Vane, to 
exist kere 1 What made these delicate natm-es ? was 
it-the-air 1 was it the seal was It the parentage? 
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For it is certain that these men are samples of their 
contemporaries, ijie hearing ear is always found 
close to the speaking tongu?; and no genius can long 
or often utter anything which is not invited and 
gladly entertained by men around him. 

It is race, is it not t that puts the hundred millions 
of India under the dominion of a remote island in the 
north of Europa Eaoe avails much, if that he true, 
which is alleged, that all Celts are Catholicsj and all 
Saxons are Protestants ; that Celts love ..unity. of 
power, and Saxons the representative principle. Race 
is a controlling influence in the. Jew, who, for two 
millenniums, under every climate, has preserved the 
same character and employments. Race in the negro 
is of appalling importance. The French in Canada, 
cut off from all intercourse with the parent people, 
have held their national traits. I chanced to read 
Tacitus “ on the manners of the Germans,” not long 
since, in Missouri, and the heart of Illinois, and I 
found abundant points of resemblance between the 
Germans of the Hercynian forest, and our Hoosiers, 
Sliders, and Badgers of the American woods. 

But whilst race works immortally to keep its own, 
it is resisted by other forces. Civilisation is a re-agent, 
and eats away tho old traits. The Arabs of to-day 
are the Arabs of Pharaoh; but the Briton of ip-day 
is a very^fferont person from Cassibelaunus or Ossian. 
Each religious sect has-its physiognomy. TheMptho- 
dists have acquired a face; tho Quakers, a face ; the 
nuns, a face. An Englishman will pick out a dissenter 
by his manners. Trades *and professions carve their 
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own lines on face and foim. Certain circumstances 
of English life are not less effective; as, personal 
liberty; plenty of food; good ale'.and mutton; open 
market, or good wages for every kind of labour; high 
bribes to talent and skill; the island life, or the million 
opportunities and outlets for expanding and misplaced 
talent; readiness of combination among themselves for 
politics or for business; strikes; and sense of superiority 
founded on habit of victory in labour and in war; and 
the appetite for superiority grows by feeding. 

It is easy to add to the counteracting forces to 
race. Credence is a main element 'Tis said that 
the views of nature hold by any people determine all 
their institutions. Whatever influences add to mental 
or moral faculty, take men out of nationality, as out 
of other conditions, and make the national life a 
culpable compromise. 

These limitations of the formidable doctrine of 
race suggest others which threaten to undermine it, 
as not sufficiently based. The fixity or inconvertible¬ 
ness of races as we see them, is a weak argument for 
the eternity of these frail boundaries, since all our 
historical period is a point to the duration in which 
nature has wrought. Any the least and solitariest 
fact in our natural history, such as the melioration of 
fruits and of animal stocks, has the worth of a,f<ywer 
in the opportunity of geologic perioda ^reover, 
though‘we flatter the self-love of men and nations by 
the legend of pure races, all our experience is of the 
gradaiion and resolution of races, and strange resem- 
blance? meet us cverywhci-o. It need not puzzle us 
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that Malay and Papuan, Celt and Roman, Saxon and 
Tartar should mix, when we see the rudiments of 
tiger and bahoon in .'our human form, and know that 
the barriers of races aro not so firm but that some 
spray sprinkles us from the antediluvian seas. 

The low organisations are simplest; a mere mouth, 
a jelly, or a straight worm. As the scale mounts, the 
organisations become complex. Wc aro piqued with 
pure descent, but nature loves inoculation. A child 
blends in his face the faces of both parents, and some 
feature from every ancestor whose face hangs on the 
wall. The best nations aro those most widely related; 
and navigation, as effecting a worhVwidc mixture, is 
the most potent advancer of nations. 

The English composite character betrays a mixed 
origin. Everything English is a fusion of distant 
and antagonistic elements. The language is mixed;' 
the names of men are of different nations, —threo 
languages, threo or four nations;—the currents of ■ 
thought aro counter; contemplation and priictical 
skill; active intellect and dead conservatism; world¬ 
wide ontorijrise, and devoted use and wont; aggressive 
freedom and hospitable law, with bitter class-legisla¬ 
tion ; a people scattered by their wars and .affairs over 
the face of the whole earth, and homesick to a man; 
a country of extremes,—dukes and chartists. Bishops 
of Uurhani and naked heathen colliers;—nothing can 
be praised in it without damning exceptions,, and 
nothing denonneed without salvos of cordial praise. 

Neither do tliis people appeal' to be of one stem; 
but collectively a better race than .any from .which 
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they are derived. Nor is it easy to traee it home to 
its original ?eats. Who can call by right names what 
races are in Britainl Who can trace them historically 1 
Who can discriminate them anatomically, or meta¬ 
physically ? 

In the impossibility of arriving at satisfaction on 
the historical question of race, and,—come of what¬ 
ever disputable ancestry,—the indisputable English¬ 
man before mo, himself very well marked, and nowhere 
else to be found,—fancied I could leave quite aside 
the choice of a tribe as his lineal progenitors. Defoe 
j said in his wrath, “ the Englishman was the mud of 
‘ all races.” I incline to the belief, that, as water, 
lime, and sand, make mortar, so certain tempera¬ 
ments marry well, and, by well-managed contrarieties, 
develop as drastic a character as the English. On 
the whole, it is not so much a history of one or of 
certain tribes of Saxons, Jutes, or Frisians, coming 
from one place, and genetically identical, as it is an 
anthology of temperaments out of them all. Certain 
temperaments snit the sky and soil of England, say 
eight or ton or twenty varieties, as, out of a hundred 
pear-trees, eight or ten suit the soil of an orchard, and 
thrive, whilst all the unadaptod temperaments die out 

The English derive their pedigree from such a 
range of nationalitie.s, that there needs sea-roem and 
land-room to unfold the varieties of talent ahd char¬ 
acter. ■ Perhaps the ocean serves as a galvanic battery 
to distribute acids at one pole and alkalies at thq 
other. So England tends to accumulate her liberals 
in America and her conseivativos at London. The 
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Scandinavians in her race stall hear in every age the 
naurmurs of their mother, the ocean; thf Briton in 
tho blood hugs the Homestead still. 

Again, as if to intensate the influences that are 
not of race, what we think of when we talk of English 
traits really narrows itself to a small district. It ex¬ 
cludes Ireland, and Scotljuad and Wales, and reduces 
itself at last to London, that is, to those who come 
and go thither. The portraits that hang on the walls 
in the Academy Exhibition at London, the figures in 
Punch’s drawings of the public men, or of the club¬ 
houses, the prints in the shop-windows, are distinctive 
English, and not American, no, nor Scotch, nor Irish; 
but ’tis a very restricted nationality. As you go north 
into tho manufacturing and agricultural districts, 
and to tho population that never travels, as you go 
into Yorkshire, as you enter Scotland, tho world’s 
Englishman is no longer found. In Scotland, there 
is a rapid loss of all grandeur of mien and manners; 
a provincial eagerness and acuteness appear; tho 
poverty of tho country makes itself remarked, and a 
coarseness of manners; and, among the intellectual, 
is Jhe insanity of dialectics. In Mand, arc the same 
climate and soil as in England, but less food, no right 
relation to the land, political dependence, small ten¬ 
antry ,*ii4 an inferior or misplaced race. 

’These queries concerning ancestry and blood may 
be well allowed, for there is no prosperity that epems 
more to depend on the kind of man than ■British 
prosperity. Only a hardy and wise jieople coulS have 
made this small territOTy great We say, in a 
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regatta or yacht-race, that, if the boats are anywhere 
nearly mat(^ed, it is the man that wins. Put the 
best sailing master into either boat, and he will win. 

Yet it is fine for us to speculate in face of un¬ 
broken traditions, though vague, and losing them¬ 
selves in fable. The traditions have got footing, and 
refuse to bo disturbed. The kitchen-clock is more 
convenient than siderc.al time. We must use the 
popular category, as we do by the Linnsean classifica¬ 
tion, for convenience, and not as exact and final. 
Otherwise, we are presently confounded, when the 
best settled traits of one race are claimed by some 
new ethnologist --as precisely characteristic of the 
rival tribe. 

I found plenty of well-marked English types, the 
ruddy oom2)loxion fair and j)lump, robust men, with 
faces cut like a die, and a strong island speech and 
accent; a Norman type, with the complacency that 
belongs to that constitution. Others, who might be 
Americans,.for anything that a2)peared in their com- 
2)lexion or form; and their speech was much less 
marked, and their thought much less bound. We will 
call them Saxons. Then the Boman has im2)lanted 
his dark com2)loxiou in the trinity or <2uateruity of 
bloods. 

1. The sources from which tradition derives their 
stock to mainly three. And, first, they are of the 
oldest blood of the world,—the_Celtic. Some peoples 
are deciduous or transitory. Where are the Greeks ? 
Where the Etrurians! Where the Komans! But 



IV.] 


EAOl. 


45 


the Celts or Sidonides are an old family, of whose 
beginning there is no memory, and their e/id is likely 
to be still more remote in the future; for they have 
endurance and productiveness. They planted Britain, 
and gave to the seas and mountmns names which are 
poems, and imitate the pure voices of nature. They 
are favourably remembered in the oldest records of 
Europe. They had no violent feudal tenure, but the 
husbandman owned the land. They had an alphabet, 
astronomy, priestly culture, and a sublime creed. 
They have a hidden and precarious genius. They 
made the best popular literature of the middle ages 
in the songs of Merlin, and the tender and delicious 
mythology of Arthur. 

2. The English come mainly from tiro Germans, 
whom the Romans found hard to conquer in two 
hundred and ten years,—say, impossible to conquer, 
—when one remembers the long sequel; a people 
about whom, in the old empire, tho ramour ran, there 
was never any that meddled with them that repented 
it not. 

3. Charlemagne, halting one day in a town of 
Nqfbonneso Gaul, looked out of a window, and saw 
a fleet of Northmen cruising in the Mediterranean. 
They even entered the port of the town where he 
was, cMMng no small alarm and sudden manning and 
arming mdiis galleys. As they put out to sea again, 
the emperor gazed long after them, his eyes •bqthed 
in^teara “I am tormented with sorrow,” hb said, 
“when I foresee the evils they will bring on my 
posterity.” There was relson for these Xerxesl tears. 
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The men who hare built a ship and invented the rig, 
—cordage, ^ail, compass, and pump,—the working in 
and out of port, have acquired much more than a 
ship. Now arm them, and every shore is at their 
mercy. For, if they have not numerical superiority 
whore they anchor, they have only to sail a mile or 
two to find it. Bonaparte’s.art of war, namely of con¬ 
centrating force on the point of attack, must always 
bo theirs who have the choice of the battle-ground. 
Of course they come into the fight from a higher 
ground of power than the land-nations; and can 
engage them on shore with a victorious advantage in 
the retreat Asrsoon as the shores are sufficiently 
peopled to make piracy a losing business, the same 
skill and courage are ready for the service of trade. 

The EdmMnqla^ K-Sag^ pf the Kings of Nor- 
TOy, collected by Snorro Sturleson, is the Iliad and 
Odyssey of English history. Its portraits, like 
Homer's, are strongly individualised. The Sagas 
describe a monarchical republic like Sparta. The 
government disappears before the importance of 
citizens. In Norway, no Persian masses fight and 
perish to aggrandise a king, but the actors are 
bonders or landholders, every one of whom is named, 
and personally and patronymically described, as the 
king’s friend and companion A sparse {population 
gives this high worth to every man Indinduals are 
often Noticed as very handsome persons, which trait 
only brings the stoiy nearer to the English rwe 

* Heimskiingla. Translated by Sanmel Loing, £sq. London, 
1844 ., ' 
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Then the solid material interest predominates, so 
dear to English understanding, wherein the association 
is logical, between inerit and land. The heroes of 
the Sagas are not the knights of South Europe. No 
vapouring of France and Spain has corrupted them. 
They are substantial farmers, whom the rough times 
liave forced to defend their properties. They have 
iveapons which they use in a determined maimer, by 
10 means for chivalry, but for their acres. They are 
leople considerably advanced in rural arts, living 
imphibiously on a rough coast, and drawing half 
.heir food from the sea, and half from the land. 
They have herds of cows, and malt, wheat, bacon. 
Hitter, and cheese. They fish in the fiord, and hunt 
ho deer. A king among these farmers has a varying 
lower, sometimes not exceeding the authority of a 
iheriff. A king was maintained much as, in some of 
lur country districts, a winter-schoolmaster is quar- 
erod, a week here, a week there, and a fortnight on 
he next farm,—on all the farmers in rotation. This 
he king calls going into guest-quarters; and it was 
he only way in which, in a poor country, a poor king 
vith many retainers could be kept alive, when he 
eaves his own farm to collect his dues through the 
dngdom. 

Thase^Norsemen are excellent persons m the main, 

vith go 4 (i sense, steadiness, wise speech, and prompt 

Lction. But they have a singular turn for homifide; 

heir chief end of man is to murder, or to be murdered; 
• . • 
lars, scythes, harpoons, crowbars, peatknivos, and hay- 

brks, are tools valued by*them all the more for their 
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charming aptitude for assaseinationa A pair of kings, 
after dinner^ ■will divert themselves by thrusting each 
his sword through the other’s body, as did Yngve and 
Alf. Another pair ride out on a morning for a frolic, 
and, finding no weapon near, will take the bits out of 
their horses’ mouths, and crush each other’s heads 
with them, as did Abie and Eric. 'The sight of a 
tent-cord or a cloak-string puts them on hanging 
somebody, a wife, or a husband, or, best of all, a king. 
If a farmer has so much as a hayfork, ho sticks it into 
a King Dag. King Ingiald finds it vastly amusing to 
bum up half-a-doscn kings in a hall, after getting 
them drunk. Never was poor gentleman so surfeited 
■with life, so furious to be rid of it, as the Northman. 
If ho cannot pick any other quarrel, he will get him¬ 
self comfortably gored by a bull’s horns, like Egil, or 
slain by a land-slide, like the agricultural King 
Onund. Odin died in Iris bed in Sweden; but it was 
a proverb of ill condition, to die the death of old ago. 
King Hake of Sweden cuts and slashes in battle, as 
long as he can stand, then orders his war-ship, loaded 
with his dead men and their weapons, to be taken 
out to sea, the tiUcr sliippod, and the sails spread; 
being left alone, ho sets fire to some tar-wood, and 
lies down contented on deck The ivind blew off the 
land, the ship flew, burning in clear flame, or^t between 
the islets into the ocean, and there was thp hight end 
of King Hake. 

The early Sagas are sanguinary and piratical; th^ 
later are of a noble strain. History rai’oly yields us 
better passages than the cbnversation between King 
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Sigurd the Crusader, and King Eysteiii, his brother, 
on thoir respective merits,—one the soldipr, and the 
other a lover of the 4rts of peace. 

But the reader of the Norman history must steel 
himself by holding fast tho remote compensations 
which result from animal vigour. As the old fossil 
, world shows that tho fii'st steps of reducing the chaos 
were confided to saurians and other huge and horrible 
animals, so tho foundations of tho new civility were 
to he laid by tho most savage men. 

Tho Normans came out of France into England 
worse men than they wont into it, one hundred and 
sixty years before. They had lost their own language, 
and learned tho Itomance or barbarous Latin of the 
Gauls; and had acquired, with the language, all the 
vices it had names for. The conquest has obtained in 
the chronicles tho name of the “memory of sorrow.” 
Twenty thousand thieves landed at Hastings. These 
founders of the House of Lords w'ore greedy and fero¬ 
cious dragoons, sons of greedy and ferocious pirates. 
They were all alike, they took everything they could 
carry, they burned, harried, violated, tortured, and 
killed, until everything English was brought to the 
verge of ruin. Such, however, is the illusion of anti¬ 
quity and wealth, that decent and dignified men now 
cxisting.bja3t their descent from these filthy thieves, 
who shor^ijd a far justor conviction of their own 
merits, by assuming for their types the swine,* gpat, 
jackal, leopard, wolf, and snake, which they severally 
resembled. 

England yielded to the Banes and Northmen in the 

VOL rV. E 
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tenth and eleventh centuries, and was the receptacle 
into which all the mettle of that strenuous population 
was poured The continued draught of the best men 
in Norway, Sweden, and Denmark, to these piratical 
expeditions, exhausted those countries, like a tree 
which hears much fruit when young, and these have 
been second-rate powers ever since. The power of 
the race migrated, and left Norway void. King Olaf 
said, “When King Harold, my father, went westward 
to England, the chosen men in Norway followed him ; 
hut Norway was so emptied then, that such men have 
not since boon to find in the country, nor especially 
such a leader as King Harold was for wisdom and 
bravery.” 

It was a tardy recoil of these invasions, when, in 
1801, tlie British government sent Nelson to bombard 
the Danish forts in the Soimd; and, in 1807, Lord 
Cathcart^ at Copenhagen, took the entire Danish fleet, 
as it lay in the basins, and all the equipments from 
the Arsenal, and carried them to England. Kong- 
helle, the town where the kings of Norway, Sweden, 
and Denmai'k were wont to meet, is now rented to a 
private English gentleman for a hunting ground. 

It took many generations to trim, and comb, and 
perfume the first boat-load of Norse pirates into royal 
highnesses and most noble Knights of the Gaijter; but 
every spaikle of ornament dates back to, the Norse 
boaf. • There will be time enough to mellow this 
strength into civility and religion. It is a medical 
fact, that the children of the blind see; the children 
of fe'ons have a healthy Conscience. Many a mean. 
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dastardly boy is, at tho age of puberty, transformed 
into a serious and generous youth. 

The mildness of the following ages has not quite 
effaced these traits of Odin; as the rudiment of a 
structure matured in the tiger is said to bo still found 
unabsorbod in the Caucasian man. Tho nation has 
a tough, acrid, animal paturo which centuries of 
churching and civilising h.avo not been able to 
sweeten. Alfieri said, “ tho crimes of Italy were the 
jiroof of tho superiority of tho stockand one may 
say of England, that this watch moves on a splinter 
of adamant. The English uncultured are a brutal 
nation. Tho crimes recorded in thw calendars leave 
nothing to be desired in the way of cold malignity. 
Dear to the English heart is a fair stand-up light 
The brutality of tho manners in the lower class ap¬ 
pears in tho boxing, bear-baiting, cock-fighting, love 
of executions, and in the readiness for a set-to in the 
streets didightfid to the English of all classes. The 
costermongers of London streets hold cowardice in 
loatliing:— “ wp must work our fists well; we are all 
handy with our fists.” The public schools are charged 
with being be.ar-gardens of brutal strength, and are 
liked by the people for that cause. Tho fagging is a 
trait of the same quality. Medwin, in the Life of 
Shelley, ijplates that, at a military school, they rolled 
up a yonflg man in a snowball, and left him so in his 
room, while the other cadets wont to church;and 
(jijpled him for life. • They have retained impress¬ 
ment, deck-flogging, army-flogging, and school-flog¬ 
ging. Such is tho ferocity of the army discipline. 
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that a soldier sentenced to flogging sometimes prays 
that his seijtence may he commuted to death. Flog¬ 
ging, banished from the armies‘.of Western Europe, 
remains here by the sanction of the Duke of Welling¬ 
ton. The right of the husband to sell the wife has 
been retained down to our times. The Jews have 
been the favourite victims pf royal and popular per¬ 
secution. Henry IH. mortgaged all the Jews in the 
kingdom to his brother, the Earl of Cornwall, as 
security lor money which ho borrowed. The torture 
of criminals, and the rack for extorting evidence, 
were slowly disused. Of the criminal statutes Sir 
Samuel Romilly said, “I have examined the codes of 
all nations, and ours is the worst, and worthy of the 
Anthropophagi.” In the last session, the House of 
Commons was listening to details of flogging and 
torture practised in the jails. 

As soon as this land, thus geographically posted, 
got a hardy people into it, they could not help be¬ 
coming the sailors and factors of the globe. From 
childhood, they dabbled in water, they swam like fishes, 
their playthings were boats. In the case of the ship- 
money, the judges delivered it for law, that “ England 
being an island, the very midland shires therein are 
all to be accounted maritimeand Fuller adds, “the 
genius even of landlocked counties driving tjjiejiatives 
with a maritime dexterity.” As early as th&Conquest, 
it is .remarked in explanation of the wealth of England 
that its merchants trade to ail countries. 

The English, at the present day,-have great vigour 
of body and endurance. Other countrymen look slight 
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and undersized beside them, and invalids. They are 
bigger men than the Americans. I suppose a hundred 
English taken at rindom out of the street, would 
weigh a fourth more than so many Americans. Yet, 
I am told, the skeleton is not larger. They are round, 
niddy, and handsome; at least, the whole bust is 
well formed; and there js a tendency to stout and 
powerful frames. I remarked the stoutness, on my 
first landing at Liverpool; porter, drayman, coach¬ 
man, guard,—what substantial, respectable, grand- 
fatherly figures, with costume and manners to suit. 
The American has arrived at the old mansion-house, 
and finds himself among uncles, annts, and grand- 
sires. The pictures on the chimney-tiles of his nursery 
were pictures of those people. Here they are in the 
identical costumes and air which so took him. 

It is the fault of their forms that they grow stocky, 
and the women have that disadvantage,—few tall, 
slender figures of flowing shape, but stunted and 
thickset persons. The French say that the English¬ 
women have two left hands. But, in all ages, they 
are a handsome race. The bronze monuments of 
crusaders lying cross-legged in the Temple Church at 
London, and those in Worcester and in Salisbury 
Cathedrals, which are seven hundred years old, are 
of the aaryo tyjie as the best youthful heads of men 
now in Ebgland;—please by beauty of the same char¬ 
acter, an expression blending good-nature, valoilf, and 
^gflnemont, and, mainly, by that uncorrupt yoqjh in 
the face of manhood, which is daily seen in the streets 
of London. 
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Both blanches of the Scandinavian race are distin¬ 
guished for. beauty. The anecdote of the handsome 
captives which Saint Gregory found at Eome, a.d. 
GOO, is matched by the testimony of the Norman 
chroniclers, five centuries later, who wondered at the 
beauty and long flowing hair of the young English 
captivea Meantime, the Ildmshvngla has frequent 
occasion to speak of the personal beauty of its heroes. 
When it is considered what humanity, what resources 
of mental and moral power, the traits of the blonde 
race betoken,—^its accession to empire inaiks a new 
and finer epoch, wherein the old mineral force shall 
be subjugated at last by humanity, and shall plough 
in its furrow henceforward. It is not a final race, 
once a crab always crab, but a race with a future. 

On the English face are combined decision and 
nerve, with the fair complexion, blue eyes, and open 
and florid aspect. Hence the love of truth, hence the 
sensibility, the fine perception, and poetic constnic- 
tion. The fair Saxon man, with open front, and 
honest meaning, domestic, affectionate, is not the 
wood out of which cannibal, or inquisitor, or assassin 
is made, but he is moulded for law, laivful trade, 
civility, marriage, the nurture of children, for colleges, 
churches, charities, and colonies. 

They are rather manly than warlike. jJWien the 
war is over, the mask falls from the affeefibnate and 
domestic tastes, which make them women in kind¬ 
ness. This union of qualities is fabled in tljg'’- 
national legend of Bmvty aid- the Beast, or, long 
before, in the Greek legend of lleniaplerodUe. The 
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two sexes are co-prcsont in the English mind. I 
apply to Britannia, queen of seas and qolonies, the 
words in which her latest novelist portrays his heroine: 
“ she is as mild as she is game, and as game as she is 
mild.” The English delight in the antagonism which 
comhines in one person the extremes of courage and 
tenderness; Nelson, dying at Trafalgar, sends his love 
to Lord Collingwood, and, like an innocent schoolboy 
that goes to bed, says, “ Kiss me. Hardy,” and turns 
to sleep. Lord Collingwood, his comrade, was of a 
nature the most aJTcclionate and domestic. Admirivl 
Kodnoy’s iiguro .approached to delicacy and effeminacy, 
and ho declared himself very sensible to fear, which 
ho sumioimted only by considerations of honour and 
public duty. Clarendon says, tho Duke of Bucking¬ 
ham was so modest and gentle, tliat some courtiers 
attempted to put affronts on him, until they found 
that tliis modesty and effeminacy was oidy a mask for 
the most tciriblc determination. And Sir Edward 
Parry said, the other day, of Sir Jolm Franklin, that, 
“if he found Wellington Sound open, ho explored it; 
for ho was a man who never turned his back on a 
danger, yet of that tenderness, that he would not 
brush away a mosquito.” Even foi their highwaymen 
the same virtue is claimed, and Kobin Hood comes 
describe^ to us as mitissinm p-admum, tho gentlest 
thief. Bttt they know where their war-dogs lie. 
Cromwell, Blake, Marlborough, Chatham, Nelson, 
JUjd Wellington, are not to be trifled with, a^d the 
brutal strength which lies at the bottom of society, 
the animal ferocity of the quays and cockpi^ the 
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bullies ol the costermongers of Shdreditch, Seven 
Dials, and ^pitalfields, they know how to wake up. 

They have a vigorous health, and last well into 
middle and old age. The old men are as red as roses, 
and still handsome. A clear skin, a peach-bloom 
complexion, and good teeth, are found all over the 
island. They use a plentiful and nutritious diet. 
The operative cannot subsist on water-crossea Beef, 
mutton, wheatbread, and malt-liquors, are universal 
among the first-class labourers. Good feeding is a 
chief point of national pride among the vulgar, and, 
in their caricatm'es, they represent the Frenchman as 
a poor, starved body. It is curious that Tacitus found 
the English beer already in use among the Germans: 
“ they make from barley or wheat a drink corrupted 
into some resemblance to wine.” Lord Chief Justice 
Fortescue in Henry VI.’s time, says “Tlie inhabitants 
of England drink no water, unless at certain times, 
on a religious score, and by way of penance.” The 
extremes of poverty and ascetic penance, it would 
seem, never reach cold water in England. Wood, 
the antiquary, in describing tlie poverty and macera¬ 
tion of Father Lacey, an English Jesuit, does not 
dony him beer. He says, “his bed was under a 
thatching, and the way to it up a ladder; his faro 
was coarse; his drink, of a penny a gawn, qr,gallon.” 

They have more constitutional energy.'than any 
other people. They thinlc, with Henri Quatre, that 
manl,v exercises are the foundation of that elevation 
of mind wliich gives one nature ascendant over 
another; or, with the Arabs, that the days spent in 
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the chaao are not counted in the length of life. They 
box, ran, shoot, ride, row, and sail from gole to pole. 
They eat, and drinl^ and live jolly in the open air, 
putting a bar of solid sleep between day and day. 
They walk and ride as fast as they can, their head j 
bent forward, as if urged on some pressing affair., 
The French say that Englishmen in the street always 
walk straight before them, like mad dogA Men and 
women walk with infatuation. As soon as ho can 
handle a gun, hunting is the fine art of every English¬ 
man of condition. They are the most voracious 
people of prey that over existed. Every season turns 
out the aristocracy into the countiy to shoot and 
fish. The more vigorous run out of the island to 
Europe, to America, to Asia, to Africa, and Australia, 
to hunt with fury by gun, by trap, by harpoon, by 
lasso, with dog, with horse, wiiti elephant, or with 
dromedary, all the game that is in nature. These 
^mcn have written the game-books of all countries, as 
Hawker, Scropo, Murray, Herbert, Maxwell, Gum¬ 
ming, and a host of travellers. The people at home 
are addicted to boxing, ruiming, leaping, and rowing 
niatehes. 

I suppose the dogs and horses must be thanked 
for the fact that the men have muscles almost as 
tough and supple as their own. If, in every efficient 
man, thdbe is first a fine animal, in the English race 
it is of the best breed, a wealthy, juicy, broad-chgsted 
•4|paturo, steeped in ale and good cheer, and g little 
overloaded by his flesh. Men of animal nature rely, 
like animals, on their instincta The Englishman 
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associates well with dogs and horeca Ilis attachment 
to tlie horse arises from the courage and address 
required to manage it. The horse finds out who is 
afraid of it, and does not disguise its opinion. Their 
yomig boiling clerks and lusty collegians like the 
company of homes better than the company of pro¬ 
fessors. I suppose the hoi’sos are better company 
for them. The homo has more uses than Buftbn 
noted. If you go into the streets, every driver in 
bus or dray is a bully, and, if I wanted a good troop 
of soldiers, I should recruit among the stables. Add 
a certain degree of refinonieut to the vivacity of 
those riders, and,you obtain the precise quality which 
makes the men and women of polite society formi¬ 
dable. 

They come honestly by their horseman.ship, with 
Hengist and Harm for their Saxon founders. The 
other branch of their race had been Tartar nomtuls. 
The horse was all their wealth. The children were 
fed on mares’ milk. The pastures of Tartary wore 
still remembered by the tenacious practice of the 
Norsemen to oat homcllesh at religious feasts. In 
the Danish invasions the marauders seized upon 
horses where they landed, and wore at once converted 
into a body of export cavaliy. 

At one time this skill seems to havoKieclined. 
Two centuries ago, the English horse never«^!erformed 
any, eminent service beyond the seas; and the reason 
assigned was, that the genius of the English hj|,th 
always more inclined them to foot-service, as pure 
and proper manhood, without any mixture; whilst. 
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in a victory on liorsebaclt, the credit ought to bo 
divided betwixt the man and liis horse. .But in tw'o 
hundred years a change has taken place. Now, 
they boast that they understand horses better than 
any other people in the world, and that their horses 
arc become their second solves. 

“William the Conqueror being,” says Camden, 
“bettor affected to beasts than to men, imposed heavy 
fines and punishments on those that should meddle 
with his game.” The Saxon Chronicle says, “he 
loved the tall deer as if he were their father.” And 
rich Englishmen have followed his example, accord¬ 
ing to their ability, over since, in cucroaching on the 
tillage and commons with their game-preserves. It is 
a proverb in England that it is safer to shoot a man 
than a hare. The severity of the gamc-larvs certainly 
indicates an extravagant sympathy of the nation with 
horses and hunters. The gentlemen arc always on 
horseback, and have brought horses to an ideal per¬ 
fection,—the English racer is a factitious breed. A 
score or two of mounted gentlemen may frequently 
be seen running like centaurs down a hill nearly as 
steep as the roof of a house. Every imi-room is lined 
with pictures of races; telegraphs communicate, 
every hour, tidings of the heats from Newmarket and 
Ascot {.and the House of Commons adjourns over 
the “Dofluy Day.” 
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CHAPTER V. 

ABILITY. 

The Saxon and tho Northman are both Scandinavians. 
History does not allow us to fix the limits of tho 
application of these names with any accuracy; but 
from tho residence of a. portion of these people in 
Franco, and from some effect of that powerful soil on 
thoir blood and manners, the Norman has come popu¬ 
larly to represent in England tho aristocratic,—and 
the Saxon tho democratic principle. And though, I 
doubt not, the nobles are of both tribes, and the 
workers of both, yet we are forced to use tho names 
a little mythically, one to represent the worker, and 
the other the enjoyer. 

The island was a prize for tho best race. Each 
of the dominant races tried its fortune in tmn. The 
Phoenician, the Celt, and the Goth, had already got 
in. The Roman came, but in the very day<v«hen his 
fortune culminated. He looked in the eyes'of a new 
pcople’that was to supplant his own. He disembarked 
his legions, erected his camps and towers,—presenjiv 
he heard bad news from Italy, and worse and worse, 
everj*year; at last, he made a handsome compliment 
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of roads and walls, and departed. But the Saxon 
seriously settled in the land, builded, tilled, fished, 
and traded, with German truth and adhesiveness. 
The Dane came and divided with him. Last of all, 
the Norman, or French-Dane, arrived, and formally 
conquered, harried, and ruled the kingdom. A 
century later, it came out that the Saxon had the most 
bottom and longevity, had managed to make the victor 
speak the language and accept the law and usage of 
the victim; forced the baron to dictate Saxon terms to 
Norman kings; and, step by step, got all the essential 
securities of civil liberty invented and confirmed. 
The genius of the race and the genius of the place 
conspired to this efl'ect. The island is lucrative to 
free labour, bnt not worth possession on other terms. 
The race was so intellectual, that a feudal or military 
tenure could not last longer than the war. The power 
of the Saxon-Danes, so thoroughly beaten in the war, 
that the name of English and villein were synonymous, 
yet so vivacious as to extort charters from the kings, 
stood on the strong personality of these jicople. Sense 
and economy must rule in a world which is made of 
scnjo and economy, and the banker, with his seven 
perr cent, drives the earl out of his castle. A nobflity 
of soldiers cannot keep doivn a commonalty of shrewd 
scientifi* persons. What signifies a pedigree of a 
hundred Snks against a cotton-spinner with steam in 
his mill; or against a company of broad-shouldared 
I j^erpool merchants, for whom Stephenson and Brunei 
are contriving locomotives and a tubular bridge J 
These Saxons are the hands of mankind, ^hey 
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liave the taste for toil, a distaste for pleastire or re¬ 
pose, and ijho telescopic appreciation of distant gain. 
They are the wealth-makers,—aM by dint of mental 
faculty, which has its own conditions. The Saxon 
works after liking, or, only for himself; and to set 
him at work, and to begin to draw his monstrous 
values out of barren Britain, all dishonour, fret, and 
barrier must be removed, and then his energies begin 
to play. 

The Scandinavian fancied himself surrounded by 
Trolls,—a kind of goblin men, with vast power of 
work and skilful production,—divine stevedores, 
carpenters, reapers, smiths, and masons, swift to re¬ 
ward every kindness done them, with gifts of gold 
and silver. In all English history this dream comes 
to pass. Certain Trolls or working brains, under the 
names of Alfred, Bede, Caxton, Bracton, Camden, 
Drake, Selden, Dugdale, Newton, Gibbon, Brindley, 
Watt, Wedgwood, dwell in the troll-mounts of 
Britain, and turn the sweat of their face to power 
and renown. 

If the race is good, so is tho place. Nobody 
landed on this S 2 )ollbound island with impunity. Tho 
enchantments of barren shingle and rough weather 
transformed every adventurer into a labourer. Each, 
vagabond that arrived bent his nock to the ^oke of 
gain, or found tho air too tense for him. Kie strong 
survived, the weaker went to the ground. Even the 
pleasijfe-hunters and sots of England are of a tougher 
texture. A hard temperament had been formed by 
Saxon and Saxon-Dane. and such of these French or 
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Normans as could reach it wore naturalised in every 
sense. 

All the admirable expedients as means hit upon 
in England, must he looked at as growths or irresistible 
offshoots of the expanding mind of the race. A man 
of that brain thinks and acts thus; and his neighbour, 
being afllictod with the same kind of brain, though he 
is rich, and called a baron, or a duke, thinks the same 
thing, and is ready to allow the justice of the thought 
and act in his retainer or tenant, though sorely against 
his baronial or ducal will. 

The island was renowned in antiquity for its breed; 
of mastiffs, so fierce, that when their teeth were set 
you must cut their heads off to part them. The man 
was like his dog. The people have that nervous 
bilious temperament, which is known by medical men 
to resist every means employed to make its possessor 
subservient to the will of others. The English game is 
main force to main force, the planting of foot to foot, 
fair play and open field,—a rough tug without trick 
or dodging, till one or both come to pieces. King 
Ethelwald spoke the language of his race when he 
planted himself at Wimborne, and said, “he would 
do ‘one of two things, or there live, or there lie.” 
They hate craft and subtlety. They neither poison, 
nor wajjfy, nor assassinate; and, when they have 
pounded ^ach other to a poultice, they will shake 
hands and be friends for the remainder of their lives. 

You shall trace those Gothic touches at school, at 
cudntry fairs, at the hustings, and in parliament. No 
artifice, no breach of truth and plain dealing,,—not 



64 


ENGLISH TRAITS. 


[CHAP. 


SO much as secret ballot, is suffered in the island. In 
parliament^ the tactics of the opposition is to resist 
every step of the government, by n pitiless attack: 
and in a bargain, no prospect of advantage is so dear 
to the merchant, as the thought of being tricked is 
mortifying. 

Sir Kenelm Higby, a courtier of Charles and 
James, who won the sea-fight of Scanderoon, was a 
model Englishman in his day. “His person was 
handsome and gigantic, he had so graceful elocution 
and noble address, that, had he been dropt out nf the 
clouds in any part of the world, he would have made 
himself rcspcctecj: he was skilled in six tongues, and 
master of arts and arms.”' Sir Kenelm wrote a 
book, “Of Bodies and of Souls,” in which he pro¬ 
pounds, that “ syllogisms do breed or rather are all 
the variety of man’s life. They are the steps by 
which we walk in all our businesses. Man, as he 
is man, doth nothing else but weave such chains. 
Whatsoever he doth, swarving from this work, ho 
doth as deficient from the nature of man; and, if he 
do aught beyond this, by breaking out into divers 
sorts of exterior actions, he findeth, nevertheless, in 
this linked sequel of simple discourses, the art, the 
cause, the rule, the bounds, and the model of it.” ^ 

There spoke the-genius of the English, vjeople. 
Tliere is a necessity on them to be logical They 
would- hardly greet the good that did not logically 
tall,—as if it excluded their own merit, or shook thejy 
understandings. They are joaloils of minds that have 
Antony Wood. * Man’s Soule, p. 29. 
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much facility of associatiou, from an inatinctiTO fear 
that the seeing many relations to their thought might 
impair this serial cohtinnity and lucrative concentrar 
tion. They are impatient of genius, or of minds 
addicted to contemplation, and cannot conceal their 
contempt for sallies of thought, however lawful, 
whose steps they cannot nount by their wonted rule. 
Neither do they reckon bettor a syllogism that ends 
in syllogism. For they have a supreme eye to facts, 
and theirs is a logic that brings salt to soup, hammer 
to nail, oar to boat, the logic of cooks, carpenters, and 
chemists, following the sequence of nature,- and one 
on which words make no impression. Their mind is 
not dazzled by its own means, but locked and bolted 
to results. They love men, who, like Samuel John¬ 
son, a doctor in the schools, would jump out of his 
syllogism the instant hk major proposition was in 
danger, to save that at all hazards. Their practical 
v'ision is spacious, and they can hold many threads 
without entangling them. All the steps they orderly 
take; but with the high logic of never confounding 
tho minor and major proposition; keeping their eye 
m their aim, in all the complicity and delay incident 
to the several series of means they employ. There 
is room in their minds for this and that,—a science 
jf degrees. In the courts, tho independence of the 
iudgos adi the loyalty of the suitors are equally 
3xcelleni In Parliament, they have hit on that 
:ajptal invention of freedom, a constitutional exposi¬ 
tion. And when courts and parliament are both 
leaf, the plaintiff is not silenced. Calm, patieitt, his 
VOL. TV. 



66 


ENGLISH TRAITS. 


[CHAP. 


weapon of defence from year to year is the obstinate 
reproduction of the grievance, with calculations and 
estimates. But, meantime, he is drawing numbers 
itnd money to his opinion, resolved that if all remedy 
fails, right of revolution is at the bottom of his 
charter-box. They are bound to see their measure 
carried, and stick to it through ages of defeat. 

Into this English logic, however, an infusion of 
justice enters, not so apparont in other races,—a belief 
in the existence of two sides, and the resolution to 
see fair play. There is, on every question, an appeal 
from the assertion of the parties to the proof of what 
is asserted. They are impious in their scepticism of 
a theory, but kiss the dust before a fact. Is it a 
machine, is it a charter, is it a boxer in the ring, is it 
a candidate on the hustings,—the universe of English¬ 
men win suspend their judgment, until the trial can 
be had. They are not to be led by a phrase, they 
want a working plan, a working machine, a working 
constitution, and will sit out the trial, and abide by 
the issue, and reject all preconceived theories. In 
politics they put blunt questions, which must bo 
answered; who is to pay the taxes! what will .you 
do for trade 1 what for com 1 what for the spinner! 

This singular fairness and its results strike the 
French with surprise. Philip de Commfites says, 
“Now, in my opinion, among all the sovefeignties I 
know in the world, that in which the public good is 
best attended to, and the least .violence exercised Mn 
the people, is that of England.” Life is safe, and 
persjbal rights; and what is freedom without seeu- 
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rity ? whilst in France, “fraternity,” “equality,” and 
“ indivisible unity,” are names for assassination. Mon¬ 
tesquieu said, “ England is the freest country in the 
world. If a man in England had as many enemies as 
hairs on his head, no harm would happen to him.” 

Their self-respect, their faith in causation, and 
their realistic logic or eoupling of means to ends, 
have given them the leadership of the ihodom world. 
Montesquieu said, “No people have true common 
sense but those who are bom in England." This com¬ 
mon sense is a perception of all the conditions of our 
earthly existence, of laws that can be stated, and of 
laws that cannot bo stated, or that "are learned only 
by practice, in which allowance for friction is made. 
They are impious in thoir scepticism of theory, and 
in high departments they are cramped and sterile. 
Brrt the unconditional surrender to facts, and the 
choice of means to reach their ends, are as admirable 
.as with ants and bees. 

The bias of the nation is a passion for utility. 
They lovo the lover, the screw, and pulley, the 
Flanders draught-horse, the waterfall, wind-mills, 
tide-mills; the sea and the wind to bear their freight 
ships. More than the diamond Koh-i-noor, which 
glitters among their crown jewels, they prize that 
dull pe#blo which is wiser than a man, whose poles 
turn theiiselves to the poles of tho world, and _whose 
axis is parallel to the axis of tho world. Now, liieir 
tej’s are steam and galvanism. They are heavy at 
the fine arts, but adroit at the coarse; not good in 
jewellery or mosaics, but the best iromnasters, coUiers, 
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wool-combors, and tanners, in Europe. They apply 
themselves .to agriculture, to draining, to resisting 
encroachments of sea, wind, travelling sands, cold 
and wet subsoil; to fishery, to manufacture of indis¬ 
pensable staples,—salt, plumbago, leather, wool, glass, 
pottery, and brick,—to bees and silkworms;—and by 
their steady combinations they succeed. A manu¬ 
facturer sits down to dinner in a suit of clothes which 
was wool on a sheep’s back at sunrise. You dine 
with a gentleman on venison, pheasant, quail, pigeons, 
poultry, mushrooms, and pine-apples, all the growth 
of his estate. They are neat husbands for ordering 
all their tools peitaining to house and field. All are 
well kept. There is no want and no waste. 'They 
study use and fitness in their building, in the order 
STtteir dwellings, and in their droas. The French¬ 
man invented the ruffle, the Englishman added the 
shirt. The Englishman wears a sensible coat buttoned 
to the chin, of rough but solid and lasting texture.. 
If he is a lord, he dresses a little worse than a com¬ 
moner. They have diffused the taste for plain sul)- 
stantial hats, shoes, and coats through Europe. They 
think him the best dressed man whose dress is so fit 
for his use that you cannot notice or remember to 
describe it 

They secure the essentials in their diei^n their 
arts and manufactures. Every article (Jf cutlery 
shows, in its shape, thought and long experience of 
workaaen. They put the expense in the right plaae, 
as, in their sea-steamers, in the solidity of the 
macljlnery and the strength of the boat The admir- 
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able equipment of their arctic ships carries London to 
the pole. They build roads, aqueducts, warm and ven¬ 
tilate houses. And" they have impressed their direct¬ 
ness and practical habit on modem civilisation. 

In trade, the Englishman believes that nobody 
breaks who ought not to break; and that, if he do 
not make trade everything, it will make him nothing; 
and acts on this belief. The spirit of system, atten¬ 
tion to details, and the subordination of details, or, 
the not driving things too finely (which is charged on 
the Germans), constitute that despatch of business, 
which makes the mercantile power of England. 

In war, the Englishman looks to his means. He 
is of the opinion of Civih's, his Geiman ancestor, 
whom Tacitus reports as holding “that the gods are 
on the side of the strongest;”—a sentence which 
Bonaparte unconsciously translated, when he said, 
“ that he had noticed that Providence always favoured 
,the heaviest battalion.” Their military science pro¬ 
pounds that if the weight of the advancing column is 
greater than that of the resisting, the latter is de¬ 
stroyed. Therefore Wellington, when he came to 
the. army in Spain, had every man weighed, first with 
accoutrements, and then without; believing that the 
force of an army depended on the weight and power 
of the ilfflividual soldiers, in spite of cannon. Lord 
Palmerstdh told the House of Commons that more 
care is taken of the health and comfort of En^ish 
tsaops than of any other troops in the world*; and 
that, hence, the English can put more men into the 
rank on the day of action, on the field of battle,*than 
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any other army. Before the homhardmont of the 
Danish forto in the Baltic, Nelson spent day after 
day, himself in the boats, on the exhausting service 
of sounding the channel. Clerk of Eldin’s celebrated 
manoeuvre of breaking the line of searbattle, and 
Nelson’s foat of dmlling, or stationing his ships one 
on the outer bovr and another on the outer quarter 
of each of the enemy’s, were only translations into 
naval tactics of Bonaparte’s rule of concentration. 
Lord Collingwood wiis accustomed to tell his men, 
that, if they could fire three welWirected broadsides 
in five minutes, no vessel could resist them; and, 
from constant practice, they came to do it in three 
minutes and a half. 

But conscious that no race of better men exists, 
they rely most on the simplest means; and do not 
like ponderous and difficult tactics, but delight to bring 
the affair hand to hand; where the victory lies \vith 
the strength, courage, and endurance of the indi¬ 
vidual combatants. They adopt every improvement 
in rig, in motor, in weapons, but they fundamentally 
believe that the best stratagem in naval war is to lay 
your ship close alongside of the enemy’s ship, and 
bring all your guns to bear on him, until you or he 
go to the bottom. Tliis is the old fashion, which 
never goes out of fashion, neither in nor out of^ngland. 

It is not usually a point of honour, nor fi religious 
sentiment, and never any whim, that they will shed 
their‘blood for; but usually property , and right 
measured by property, that breeds revolution They 
haveaao Indian taste for a tomahawk-dance, no French 
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taste for a badge or a proclamation. The Englishman | 
is peaceably minding his business, and gaming his 
day’s wagea But If you offer to lay hand on his 
day’s wages, on his cow, or his right in common, or 
his shop, ho will fight to the Judgment Magna 
Charta, jury trial, habeas corpus, star-chamber, ship- 
money, Popery, Plymouth colony, American Eevolu- 
tion, are all questions involving a yeoman’s right to 
his dinner, and, except as touching that, would not 
have lashed the British nation to rage and revolt 

Wliilst they are thus instinct with a spirit of order, 
and of calculation, it must be owned they aie capable 
of larger views; but the indulgence is expensive to 
them, costs great crises, or accumulations of mental 
power. In common, the horse works best with 
blinders. Nothing is more in the line of English 
thought than our unvarnished Connecticut question, 
“Pray, sir, how do you get your living when you are 
at homo 1” The questions of freedom, of taxation, of 
privilege, are money questions. Heavy fellows, 
steeped in beer and fleshpots, they are hard of hear¬ 
ing and dim of sight. Their drowsy minds need to 
be flagellated by war and trade and politics and per¬ 
secution. They cannot well read a principle except 
by the light of faggots and of burning towns. 

TacitiB says of the Germans, “powerful only in 
sudden efforts, they are impatient of toil and labour." 
This highly-destined race, if it had not somewhere 
aiJiled the chamber of patience to its brain, would not 
have built London. I know not from which of the 
tribes and temperaments that went to the oompdSption 
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of the people this tenacity was supplied, but they 
clinch every nail they drive. They have no running 
for luct, and no immoderate speed. They spend 
largely on their fabric, and await the slow return. 
Their leather lies tanning seven years in the vat At 
Eogcrs’s mills, in Sheffield, where I was shown the 
process of making a razor ajid a penknife, I was told 
there is no luck in making good stool; that they make 
no mistalics, every blade in the hundred and in the 
thousand is good. And that is characteristic of all 
their work,—no more is attempted than is done. 

When Thor and his companions arrive at Utgard, 
ho is told that “ nobody is permitted to remain here 
unless he understand some art, and excel in it all other 
men.” The same question is still put to the posterity 
of Thor. A nation of labourers, every man is trained 
to some one art or detail, and aims at perfection in 
that; not content unless he has something in which 
he thinks ho surpasses all other men. He would 
rather not do anything at all than not do it well. I 
suppose no people have such thoroughness;—from the 
highest to the lowest, every man meaning to be 
master of his art 

“To show capacity,” a Frenchman described as the 
end of a speech in debate: “No,” said an Englishman, 
“ but to set your shoulder at the wheel,—to*advanco 
the business.” Sir Samuel Eomilly refused to speak 
in popular assemblies, confining himself to the House 
of Cojnmons, where a measure can be carried by«a 
speech. The business of the House of Commons 
is conducted by a few persons, but these are hard- 
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worked. Sir Rokert Peel “ know the Blue Books hy 
heart.” His colleagues and rivals carry ^ansa rd in 
their heads. The high civil and legal offices are not 
beds of ease, but posts which exact frightful amounts 
of mental labour. Many of the great loaders, like 
Pitt, Canning, Castlereagh, Komilly, are soon worked 
to death. They are excellent judges in England of a 
good worker, and when they find one, like Clarendon, 
Sir. Philip Warwick, Sir William Coventry, Ashley, 
Burke, Thurlow, Mansfield, Pitt^ Eldon, Peel, or Russell, 
there is nothing too good or too high for him. 

They have a wonderful heat in the pursuit of a 
public aim. Private persons exhibit, in scientific and 
antiquarian researches, the same pertinacity as the 
nation showed in the coalitions in which it yoked 
Europe against the empire of Bonaparte, one after 
the other defeated, and still renewed, until the sixth 
hurled liim from his seat. 

Sir John Herschel, in completion of the work of 
his father, who had made the catalogue of the stars 
of the northern hemisphere, expatriated himself for 
years at the Cape of Good Hope, finished his inven¬ 
tory of the southern heaven, came homo, and redacted 
it in eight years more;—a work whoso value does 
not begin until thirty years have elapsed, and thence- 
forward*a record to all ages of the highest import. 
The Admiralty sent out the Arctic expeditions year 
after year, in search of Sir John Franklin, until, at 
last, they have threaded their way through polar pack 
and Behring’s Straits, and solved the geographical 
problem. Lord Elgin, at Athens, saw the imniinent 
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ruin of the Greek remains, set up his scaffoldings, in 
spite of epigrams, and, .after five years’ labour to 
collect them, got his marbles on ihipboard. The ship 
struck a rock, and went to the bottom. He had them 
all fished up by divers, at a vast expense, and brought 
to London; not knowing that Haydon, Fuseli, and 
Canova, and all good heads, in all the world, were to ■ 
bo his applaudci-s. In the same spirit were the 
excavation and research by Sir Charles Followes, for 
the Xanthian monument; and of Layard for his 
Nineveh sculptures. 

The nation sits in the immense city they have 
builded, a Londpn extended into every man’s mind, 
though ho live in Van Diemen’s Land or Capetown. 
Faithful performance of what is undertaken to be 
performed they honour in themselves, and exact in 
others, as certificate of equality with themselves. The 
modem wojld is theirs. They have made and make 
it day by day. The commercial relations of the world 
are so intimately drawn to London, that every dollai" 
on earth contributes to the strength of the English 
government And if all the wealth in the planet 
should perish by war or deluge, they know them¬ 
selves competent to replace it 

They have approved their Saxon blood by their 
sea-going qualities; their descent from Odirfs smiths 
l)y"3ieir hereditary skill in working in iron; their 
British birth by husbandry and immense wheat 
harvests; and justified tfioir occupancy of the centre 
of habitable land by their mpreme ability,.aad-CQSr 
mop^itan spirit They have tilled, builded, forged. 
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spiin, and woven. They have made the island a 
thoroughfare ; and London a shop, a law-gonrt, a re¬ 
cord-office, and scientific bureau, inviting to strangers; 
a sanctuary to refugees of every political and religious 
opinion; and such a city, tliat almost every active 
man, in any nation, finds himself, at one time or 
•other, forced to visit it. . 

to every path of practical activity they have gone 
even with the best. There is no secret of war in 
which they have not shown mastery. The steam- 
chamber of Watt, tlio locomotive of Stephenson, the 
cotton-mule of Eoberts, perform the labour of the 
world. There is no department pf literature, of 
science, or of useful art, in which tliey have not pro¬ 
duced a first-rate book. It is England whose opinion 
is waited for on the merit of a new invention, an im¬ 
proved science. And in the complications of the 
trade and politics of their vast empire they have been 
pqual to every exigency, with counsel and with con¬ 
duct Is it tlieir luck, or is it in the chambers of 
their brain,—it is their commercial advantage, that 
whatever light appears in better method or happy 
invention, breaks out in t/ieir race. They are a family 
to which a destiny attaches, and the Banshee lias 
sworn tliat a male heir shall never be wanting. They 
have a vftalth of men to fill important posts, and the 
vigilance Of party criticism insures the selection of a 
competent person. 

A proof of the energy of the British people is the 
highly artificial construction of the whole fabric.'. The 
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climate and geography, I said, were factitious, as if 
the hands of man had arranged the conditions. The 
same character pervades the wh’ole kingdom. Bacon 
.said, “Borne was a state not subject to paradoxes;” 
but England subsists by antagonisms and contradic¬ 
tions. The foundations of its greatness are the roll¬ 
ing waves; and, from first .to last, it is a museum of 
anomalies. This foggy and rainy country furnishes 
the world with astronomical observations. Its short 
rivers do not afford water-power, but the land shakes 
under the thunder of the mills. There is no gold 
mine of any importance, but there is more gold in 
England than ij all other countries. It is too far 
north for the culture of the vine, but the wines of all 
countries are in its docks. The French Comte de 
Lauraguais said, “no fruit ripens in England but a 
baked apple”; but oranges and pine-apples are as 
cheap in London as in the Mediterranean. The 
Mark-Lane Express, or the Custom House Returns 
bear out to the letter the vaunt of Pope, 

“ Let India boast bei* palms, nor envy we 
Tlie weeping amber, nor the spicy tree, 

Wliile, by OUT oaks, those precious loads are home, 

And realms coimuiiuded which those trees adoiTi.” 

The native cattle are extinct, but the island is full of 
artificial breeds. The agriculturist Bakewelf created 
sbeep and cows and horses to order, and'breeds in 
which’everything was omitted but what is economical. 
The cow is sacrificed to her bag, the ox to his sirloin. 
Stall-feeding makes sperm-mills-of the cattle, and con- 
verts,*the stable to a chemical factory. The rivers. 



V.] 


rlCTlTIOUS. 


77 


lakes and ponds, too much fished, or obstructed by 
factories, arc artificially filled with the eggs.of salmon, 
turbot, and herring. 

Chat Moss and the fens of Lincolnshire and Cam¬ 
bridgeshire are unhealthy and too barren to pay rent. 
By cylindrical tiles, and gutta-percha tubes, five 
millions of acres of bad lapd have boon drained and 
put on equality with the best, for rape:cultui'e and 
grass. The climate too, which was already believed 
to have become milder and drier by the enormous 
consumption of coal, is so far reached by this new 
action, that fogs and storms are said to disappear. 
In duo course, all England will be drained, and rise a 
second time out of the waters. The latest step was 
to call in the aid of steam to agriculture. Steam is 
almost an Englishman. I do not know but they will 
send him to Parliament next, to make laws. He 
weaves, forges, saws, pounds, fans, and now ho must 
pump, grind, dig, and plough for the fanner. The 
markets created by the manufacturing population have 
erected agriculture into a great thriving and spending 
industry. The value of the houses in Britain is equal 
to the value of the soil. Artificial aids of all kinds 
are cheaper than the natural resources. No man can 
afford to walk, when the parliamentary train carries 
him for*a penny a mile. Gas-burners are cheaper 
than day%ht in numberless floors in the cities. All 
the houses in London buy their water. The Eiglish 
trade does not exist for the exportation of native 
products, but on its manufactures, or the making well 
everything which is ill made elsewhere. They^ake 
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ponchos for the Mcxiew, Imdannas for the Him 
ginseng fqr the Chinese, beads for the Indian, la 
for the Flemings, telescopes for astronomers, cannoi 
forkings. 

The Board of Trade caused the best models of 
Greece and Italy to be placed within the reach of 
every manufacturing population. They caused to be 
translated from foreign languages and illustrated by 
elaborate drawings, the most approved works of 
Munich, Berlin, and Paris. They have ransacked 
Italy to find new forms, to add a grace to the products 
of their looms, their potteries, and their foundries.' 

The nearer wo look, the more artificial is their 
social system. Their law is a network of fictions. 
Their property, a scrip or certificate of right to 
interest on money that no man over saw. Their social 
classes are made by statute. Their ratios of power 
and representation are historical and legal. The last 
Eeform-bill took away political power from a mound, 
a ruin, and a stone-wall, whilst Birmingham and 
Manchester, W'hose mills paid for the wars of Europe, 
had no representative. Purity in the elective Parlia¬ 
ment is secured by the purchase of seata- I’oreign 
2)ower is kept by armed colonies; power at home, by 
a standing army of polica The pauper lives better 
than the free labourer; the thief better’than the 
pauper; and the transported felon bettet than the 

1 See Memorial of H. Groenougli, p. 66. New York, 1853. 

* Sii- S. Romilly, purest of English patriots, decided that 
the only independent mode of entering Parliament was to buy 
a seat; and he bought Hoi-shain. 
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one under imprisonment The crimes ere faetitions, 
ns smuggling, poaching nonconformity, heresy and 
treason. Better, they say in England, kill a man than 
a bare. The sovereignty of the seas is maintained by 
the impressment of seamen. “The impressment of 
seamen," said Lord Eldon, “is the life of our navy." 
•Solvency is maintained by means of a national debt, 
on the principle, “if yon Trill not lend mo the money, 
how can I pay yon?" For the administration of justice, 

Sir Samuel Komilly’s expedient for clearing the arrears 
of business in Chancery, was, the Chancellor’s staying 
aTT’ay entirely from his comi Their system of educa¬ 
tion is factitious. The Univorsitica galvanise dead 
languages into a semblance of life. Their church is 
artificial The manners and customs of society are 
artificial;—made-up men with made-up manners;— 
and thus the whole is Birminghamised, and we have 
a nation whose existence is a work of art;—a cold, 
barren, almo.st arctic isle, being made the most fruit¬ 
ful, luxurious, and imperial land in tlio whole earth. 

Man in England submits to be a product of political 
economy. On a bleak moor a mill is built, a bank¬ 
ing-house is opened, and men come in, as water in a 
sluice-way, and toTvns and cities rise. Man is made 
as a Birmingham button. The rapid doubling of the 
populatidn dates from Watt’s steam-engine. A land¬ 
lord, who owns a province, says, “The tenantry are 
unprofitable; let me have sheep.” Ho unroofs the 
houses, and shijrs the population to America. The 
nation is accustomed to the instantaneous creation of 
wealth. It is the maxim of their economists, * that 
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the greater part in value of the wealth now existing 
in EnglaniJ has been produced by human hands with¬ 
in the last twelve months.” Meantime, three or fom' 
days’ rain will reduce hundreds to starving in London. 

One secret of their power is their mutual good 
understanding. Not only good minds are bom among 
them, but all tbe people have good minds. Every 
nation has yielded some good wit, if, as has chanced 
to many tribes, only one. But the intellectual organ¬ 
isation of the English admits a communicableness of 
knowledge and ideas among them all. An electric 
touch by any o^, their national ideas melts them into 
one family, and brings the hoards of power which 
their individuality is always hiving, into use and play 
for all. Is it the smallness of the country, or is it the 
pride and aflection of race,—^they have solidarity, or 
responsibleness, and trust in each other. 

Their minds, like wool, admit of a dye which is 
more lasting than the cloth. They embrace their 
cause with more tenacity than their life. Though 
not militaiy, yet every common subject by the poll is 
fit to make a soldier of. These private reserved mute 
family-men can adopt a public end with all their heat, 
and this strength of affection makes the romance of 
their heroes. The difference of rank does not divide 
the national heart. The Danish poet Ohlenschlager 
complains, that who writes in Danish writes to two 
hundred readers. In Germany, there is one speech 
for the learned and another for the masses, to that 
ext^t, that, it is said, no sentiment or phrase from 



V.] 


SOLIDARITY. 


81 


the works of any great German writer is over heard 
among the lower classes. But in England, the lan¬ 
guage of the noble is-’ the language of the poor. In 
Parliament, in pulpits, in theatres, when the speakers 
rise to thought and passion, the language becomes 
idiomatic; tlic people in the street best understioid 
the best words. And their langiiage seems drawn 
from the Bible, the common law, and the works of 
Shakspeare, Bacon, Milton, Pope, Young, Cowper, 
Bums, and Scott. The island has produced two or 
three of the greatest men that ever existed, but they 
were not solitary in their own time. Men quickly 
embodied what Newton found out,* in Greenwich 
observatories, and practical navigation* The boys 
know all that Hutton know of strata, or Dalton of 
atoms, or Harvey of blood-vessels; and those studies, 
once dangerous, are in fashion. So what is invented 
or known in agriculture, or in trade, or in war, or in 
art, or in literature, and antiquities. A great ability, 
not amassed on a few giants, but pouicd into the 
general mind, so that each of them could at a pinch 
stand in the shoes of tho other; and they are more 
bound in character, than differenced in ability or in 
rank. The labourer is a possible lord. Tho lord is 
a possible basket-maker. Every man carries the 
English s;fstera in his brain, knows what is confided 
to him, and docs therein the best he can. The 
chancellor carries England on his mace, the midship¬ 
man at the point of his dirk, the smith on his hammer, 
the cook in the bowl of his spoon ; thu postilion cracks 
his whip for England, and the sailor times his cam to 
VOL. rv. G 



82 


ENGLISH TRAITS. 


[chap. 


“God save the King !” The very felons have their 
pride in each other’s English stanchness. In politics 
and in war they hold together as by hooks of steel 
The charm in Nelson’s history is the unselfish great¬ 
ness ; the assurance of being supported to the utter- 
mo.st by those whom he supports to the uttermost. 
Whilst they are some ages ahead of the rest of the 
world in the art of living: whilst in some directions 
they do not represent the modem spirit, but constitute 
it,—this vanguard of civility and power they coldly 
hold, marching in phalanx, lockstep, foot after foot, 
file after file of heroes, ten thousand deep. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

MANNERS. 

I EIND the Englishman to he him of all men who 
stands firmest in his shoes. Tliey have in themselves 
wh.at they value in their horses, mottle and bottom. 
On the day of my arrival at Liverpool, a gentleman, 
in describing to me the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, 
happened to say, “Lord Clarendon has pluck like a 
cock, and will fight till ho diesand, what I heard 
first, I hoard last, and the one tiling the English value, 
is pluck. The cabmen have it; the merchants have 
it; the bishops have it; the women have it; the 
journals have it; the Times newspaper, they say, is 
the pluckiest thing in England, and Sydney Smith 
had made it a proverb, that little Lord John Russell, 
the minister, would take the command of the Channel 
fleet to-morrow. 

They require you to dare to be of your own opinion, 
and they hate the practical cowards who cannot in 
affairs answer directly yes or no. They dare to dis¬ 
please, nay, they will let yon break all the command¬ 
ments, if you do it natively, and with spirit. You 
must be somebody; then you may do this or that, as 
you wiE 
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Machinery has been applied to all ■work, and 
carried to puch perfection, that little is left for the 
men hut to mind the engines add feed the furnaces. 
But the machines require punctual ser'vice, and, as 
they never tire, they prove too much for their tenders. 
Minos, forges, mills, breweries, railroads, steampump, 
stcamplough, drill of regiments, drill of police, rule • 
of court, and shop-rale, have operated to give a 
mechanical regularity to all the habit and action of 
men. A terrible machine has possessed itself of the 
ground, the air, the men and women, and hardly even 
thought is free. 

The mechanic,al might and organisation requires in 
the people constitution and answering spirits: and 
he who goes among them must have some weight of 
metal. At last, you take your hint from the fury of 
life yon find, and say, one thing is plain, this is no 
country for fainthearted people; don’t creep about 
diffidently; make up your mind; take your own 
course, and you shall find respect and furtherance. ' 

It requires, men say, a good constitution to travel 
in Spain. I say as much of England, for other cause,' 
simply on account of the vigour and bra-wn of the 
people. Nothing but the most serious business could 
give one any counterweight to tliese Baresarks, though 
they wore only to order eggs and muffins for their 
breakfast. The Englishman speaks 'with all his body. 
His elocution is stomachic,—as the American’s is 
labial. The Englishman is very petulant and precise 
about his accommodation at ihns, and on the roads; 
a qu/ddlo about his toast and his chop, and every 



VI.] 


.MANNEES. 


86 


species of convcuience, and loud and pungent in his 
expressions of impatience at any neglect pis vivacity 
betrays itself, at alf points, in his manners, in his 
respiration, and the inarticulate noises ho makes in 
clearing the throat; all significant of burly strength. 
Ho has stamina; he can take the initiative in emer- 
.gencies. He has that ajilomb which results from a 
good adjustment of the moral and physical nature, 
and the obedience of all the powers to the will; as if 
the axes of his eyes were united to his backbone, and 
only moved with the trank. 

This vigom' appears in the incuriosity, and stony 
neglect, each of every other. Each man walks, eats, 
drinks, shaves, dresses, gesticulates, and, in every 
manner, acts and suffers without reference to the 
bystanders, in his own fashion, only careful not to 
interfere with tliom, or annoy them; not that he is 
trained to neglect the eyes of his neighbours,—he is 
really occupied with his own afl'air, imd does not 
.^ink of them. Every man in this polished country 
icbnsults only his convenience, as much as a solitary 
pioneer in Wisconsin. I know not where any per¬ 
sonal eccentricity is so freely allowed, and no man 
gives himself any concern with it An Englishman 
walks in a pouring rain, swinging his closed umbrella 
like a walking-stick; wears a wig, or a shawl, or a 
saddle, or stands on his head, and no remark is made. 
And as he has been doing this for several genera'tions, 
it is now in tho blood. 

In short, every one of those islanders is an island 
himself, safe, tranquil, incommunicable. In a^om- 
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pany of strangers you would think him deaf; his 
eyes never wander from his table and newspaper. 
Ho is never betrayed into any curiosity or unbecom¬ 
ing emotion. They have all boon trained in one 
severe school of manners, and never put oflf the har¬ 
ness. He does not give his hand. Ho does not let 
you meet his eye. It is almost an affront to look a 
man in the face without being introduced. In mixed 
or in select comi)anio8 they do not introduce persons; 
so that a presentation is a circumstance as valid as a 
contract. Introductions are sacramonta Ho with¬ 
holds his name. At the hotel, he is hardly willing 
to whisper it to tlie clerk at the book-office. If ho 
give you his private address on a card, it is like an 
avowal of friendship; and his bearing on being intro¬ 
duced, is cold, even though he is seeking your 
acquaintance, and is studying how he shall serve you. 

It was an odd proof of this impressive energy, that, 
in my lectures, I hesitated to road and threw out for 
its impertinence many a disparaging phrase, which I 
had been accustomed to spin, about poor, thin, unable 
mortals;—so much had the fine physique and the 
personal vigour of this robust race worked on my 
imagination. 

I happened to airivo in England at the moment 
of a commercial crisis. But it was evident, that, let 
who will fail, England will not. These people have 
ea( here a thousand years, and hero will continue to 
sit. They will not break up, or arrive at any desper¬ 
ate revolution, like their neighbours; for they have 
as much energy, as much coutinenco of character as 
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they ever had. The power and possession which 
surround them are their own ereation, and they exert 
the same commanding industry at this moineni 

They are positive, methodical, cleanly, and formal, 
loving routine and conventional ways; loving truth 
and religion, to he sure, hut inexorable on points of 
^ form. All the world praises the comfort and private 
appointments of an Englisli inn, and of English house¬ 
holds. You are sure of neatness and of personal 
decorum. A Frenchman may possibly bo clean; an 
Englishman is conscientiously clean. A certain order 
and complete propriety is found in his dross and in 
his belongings. 

Bom in a harsh and wet climate, which keeps him 
indoors whenever ho is at rest, and being of an affec¬ 
tionate and loyal temper, ho dearly loves his house. 
If he is rich he buys a demesne, and builds a hall; if 
he is in middle condition, he spares no ox[)ense on his 
house. Without, it is all planted: within, it is 
Vainscoted, carved, curtained, hung with pictures, 
and fiUed with good furniture. ’Tis a passion which 
survives all others, to deck and improve it. Hither 
he brings all that is rare and costly, and with the 
national tendency to sit fast in the same spot for 
many generations, it comes to be, in the course of 
time, a jnuseUm of heirlooms, gifts, and trophies of 
the adventures and exploits of the family. Ho is 
very fond of silver plate, and, though he have no 
gallery of portraits of his ancestors, he has of their 
punch-bowls and porringers. Incredible amounts of 
plate are found in good houses, and the poorest have 
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some spoon or saucepan, gift of a godmother, saved 
out of better times 

An English family consists of a few persons, who,'' 
from youth to ago, arc found revolving within a few 
feet of each other, as if tied by some invisible ligature, 
tense as that cartilage which wo have seen attaching 
the two Siamese. -England produces under favourable, 
conditions of case and culture the finest women in the 
world. And as tho men arc affoctionato and true¬ 
hearted, the women inspire and refine them. Nothing 
can be more delicate without being fantastical, nothing 
more firm and based in nature and sentiment, than 
the coui'tship and mutual carriage of tho sexes. The 
song of 159G says, “Tho wife of every Englishman is 
counted blest.” Tho sentiment of Imogen in Cymhe- 
line is copied from English natuio; and not less tho 
Portia of Biutus, tlio Kate Percy, and tho Desdemona. 
Tho romance does not exceed the height of noble 
passion in Mrs. Lucy Hutchinson, or in Lady Eussell, 
or even as one discerns tlirough tho plain prose of 
Pepys’s Diary, the sacred habit of an English wife. 
Sir Samuel liomilly could not bear tlie death of his 
wife. Every class has its noble and tender examples. 

Domesticity is the taproot which enables the nation 
to branch wide and high. Tlie motive and end of 
their trade and empire is to guard the independence 
and privacy of their homes. Nothing so much marks 
their manners as tlie concentration on their household 
ties. This domesticity is craed into court and 
camp. Wellington governed India and Spain and his 
own troops, and fought battles like a good family- 
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man, paid his debts, and, though general of an army 
in Spain, could not stir abroad for fear of public 
■ creditors. This taste for house and parish merits has 
of course its doting and foolish side. Mr. Cobbett 
attributes the huge popularity of Torceval, prime 
minister in 1810, to the fact that ho was wont to go to 
church every Sunday with a large quarto gilt prayer- 
book under one arm, liis wife hanging bn the other, 
.and followed by a long brood of children. 

They keep their old customs, costumes, and pomps, 
their wig and mace, sceptre and crown. The middle 
ages still lurk in the streets of London. The Knights 
of the Bath take oath to defend injured ladies; the 
gold-stick-in-waiting survives. They repeated the 
ceremonies of the eleventh century in the coronation 
of tho present Queen. A hereditary tenure is natural 
to them. Offices, farms, trades, and traditions descend 
so. Their leases ran for a hundred and a thousand 
years. Toms of service and pai-tnership are life-long, 
6r are inherited. “ Iloldship has been with me,” said 
Loid Eldon, “cight-and-twonty years, knows all my 
business and books.” Antiquity of usage is sanction 
enough. Wordsworth says of tho small freeholders 
of Westmoreland, “Many of these humble sons of tlie 
hills had a consciousness that tho land which they 
tilled had for more than five hundred years been pos¬ 
sessed by men of the same name and blood.” Tho 
ship-carpenter in tho public yards, my lord’s gardener 
and porter, have been there for more than a hundred 
years, grandfather, father, and son. 

The English power resides also in their dislike of 
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change. They have difficulty in luinging their reason 
to act, and on all occasions use their memory first. 
A.S soon as they have rid themselves of some grievance, 
and settled the hotter practice, they make haste to fix 
it as a finality, and never wish to hear of alteration 
more. 

Every Englishman is an embryonic chancellor:. 
His instinct is to search for a precedent. The favour¬ 
ite phrase of their law is, “a custom whereof the 
memory of mau runneth not back to the contrary." 
The barons say, “ Nolwmis muiari and the cockneys 
stifle the curiosity of the foreigner on the reason of 
any practice, with “Lord, sir, it was always so.” 
They hate innovation. Bacon told them. Time was 
the right reformer; Chatham, that “confidence was a 
plant of slow growth;” Canning, to “advance with 
the times;” and Wellington, that “habit was ten 
times nature.” All their statesmen learn the irresisti¬ 
bility of the tide of custom, and have invented many 
fine phrases to cover this slowness of perception, and 
prehensility of tail. 

A sea shell should bo the crest of England, not only 
hocauBO it represents a pow'or built on the waves, but 
also the hard finish of the men. The Englishman is 
finished like a cowry or a murex. After the spire 
and the spines are formed, or, with the formation, a 
juice exudes, and a hard enamel varnishes every part. 
The keeping of the proprieties is as indispensable as 
clean linen. No merit quite countervails the want of 
this, whilst this sometimes stands in lieu of all. “ ’Tis 
in harl taste,” is the most formidable word an English- 
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man can pronounce. But this japan costs them dear. 
There is a prose in certain Englishmen, which exceeds 
in wooden dcadness-all rivalry with other country¬ 
men. There is a knell in the conceit and externality 
of their voice, which seems to say. Learn all hope 
lieUnd. In this Gibraltar of propriety, mediocrity gets 
intrenched, and eonsolidatod, and founded in adamant. 
An Englishman of fashion is like one of those sou¬ 
venirs bound in gold vellum, enriched with delicate 
engravings on thick hot-pressed paper, fit for the 
hands of ladies and princes, but with nothing in it 
worth reading or remembering. 

A severe decorum rules the court and the cottage. 
When Thalberg, the pianist, was ono evening per¬ 
forming before the Queen at Windsor, in a private 
[larty, the Queen accompanied him with her voice. 
The circumstance took air, and all England shuddered 
from sea to sea. The indecorum was never repeated. 
Cold, repressive manners prevail No enthusiasm is 
permitted except at the opera. They avoid every¬ 
thing marked. They require a tone of voice that 
ixcites no attention in the room. Sir Philip Sydney 
is one of the patron saints of England, of whom 
Wotton said, “His wit was the measure of congruity.” 

Pretension and vapouring are once for all distaste¬ 
ful. They keep to the other extreme of low tone in 
iress and manners. They avoid pretension and go 
right to the heart of the thing. They hate noilse;ise, 
lentimentalism, and highflown expression; they use 
1 studied plainness. Even Brummel their fop was 
marked by the severest simplicity in dress. They 



92 


ENGLISH ’I'EAITS. 


[ciiJir. 


value themselves on the absence of everything theatri¬ 
cal in the public business, and on conciseness and going 
to the point in private aflaira t 

In an aiistocratical country, like England, not the 
Trial by Jury, but the dinner, is the capital institu¬ 
tion. It is the mode of doing honour to a stranger, to 
invite him to oat,—and has been for many hundred, 
years “And they think,” says the Venetian traveller 
of 1000, “no gieatcr honour can be conferred or 
received, than to invito others to cat with them, or 
to bo invited themselves, and they would sooner give 
five or six ducats to provide an entertainment for a 
person, than a fjroat to assist him in any distress.”* 
It is reserved to the end of the day, the family-hour 
being generally six, in London, and, if any company 
is expected, one or two hours later. Every one 
dresses for dinner, in his own house, or in another 
man’s. The guests are expected to arrive witliin half- 
an-hour of the time fixed by card of invitation, and 
nothing but death or mutilation is permitted to detain 
them. IHie English dinner is precisely the model on 
which our own are constructed in the Atlantic cities. 
The company sit one or two hours, before the ladies 
leave the table. The gentlemen remain over their 
W’ine an hour longer, and rejoin the ladies in the 
drawing-room, and take cofiTcc. The dress-dinner 
generates a talent of table-talk which roaches great 
peifedtion: the stories are so good, that one is sure 
they must have been often -told before, to have got 
such happy turns. Hither come all manner of elever 
* “Relation of England.” Printed by the Camden Society. 
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projecte, bits of popular science, of practical inven¬ 
tion, of miscellaneous humour; political, lUcrary, and 
personal news; railroads, horses, diamonds, agricul¬ 
ture, horticulture, pisciculture, and wine. 

English stories, bon-mots, and the recorded table- 
talk of their wits, are as good as the best of the 
dTrcnch. In America, we .are apt scholars, but have 
not yet attained the same perfection; for the range of 
nations from which London draws, and the steep con¬ 
trasts of condition create the picturesque in society, as 
broken country makes picturesque landscape, whilst 
our prevailing equality makes a prairie tameness: and 
secondly, because the usage of a drqss-dinner every 
day at dark has a tendency to hive and produce to 
advantage everything good. Much attrition has worn 
every sentence into a bullet. Also one meets now 
and then with polished men, who know everything, 
have tried everything, can do everything, and are 
quite superior to letters and science. What could 
they not, if only they would 1 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

TBUTH. 

The Teutonic tribes have a national singleness of heart 
which contrasts with the Latin races. The German 
name has a projrerbial significance of sincerity and 
honest meaning. The arts bear testimony to it. The 
faces of clergy and laity in old sculptures and illumi¬ 
nated missals are charged with earnest belief. Add 
to this hereditary rectitude, the punctuality and pre¬ 
cise dealing which commerce creates, and you have 
the English truth and credit The government 
strictly performs its engagements. The subjects do 
not understand trifling on its part. When any broach 
of promise occurred, in the old days of prerogative, it 
was resented by the people as an intolerable grievance. 
And, in modem times, any slipperiness in the govern¬ 
ment in political faith, or any repudiation or crooked¬ 
ness in matters of finance, would bring thfe whole 
nation to a committee of inquiry and reform. Private 
men keep their promises, never so trivial. Down 
goes the flying word on the tablets, and is indelible 
as Domesday Book. 

Th'eir practical power rests on their national sin- 
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cerity. Veracity derives from instinct, and marks 
superiority in organisation. Nature hap endowed 
some animals with iunning, as a compensation for 
strength withheld; but it has provoked the malice of 
all others, as if avengers of public wrong. In the 
nobler kinds, where strength could bo afforded, her 
•races are loyal to truth, as truth is the foundation of 
the social state. Beasts that make no truce uith 
man, do not break faith with each other. ’Tis said, 
that the wolf, who makes a cache of his prey, and 
brings his follows with him to the spot, if, on digging, 
it is not found, is instantly and unresistingly tom in 
pieces. English veracity seems to result on a sounder 
animal structure, as if they could afford it. They 
are blunt in saying what they think, sparing of 
promises, and they require plaindealing of others. 
Wo will not have to do with a man in a mask. Let 
us know the truth. Draw a straight line, liit whom 
and where it will Alfred, whom the affection of the 
nation makes the type of their race, is called by 
a writer at the Norman Conquest the truih-^ealcer ; 
Almedm veridiem. Geoffrey of Monmouth says of 
King Aurelius, uncle of Arthur, that “above all things 
he hated a lie.” The Northman Guttorm said to 
King Olaf, “ it is royal work to fulfil royal words.” 
The moJtoes of their families are monitory proverbs, 
as Fare feu, —Say, do,—of the Fairfaxes; Say and seal, 
of the house of Fiennes; Vero nil mius, of the*De 
Veres. To bo king of their word is their pride. 
When they unmask cant, they say, “the English of 
this is,” etc.; and to give the lie is the extreme ijisulfc 
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The phrase of the lowest of the people is “honour- 
bright,” anij their vulgar praise, “his word is as good 
as his bond.” They hate shufflihg and equivocation, 
and the cause is damaged in the public opinion on 
which any paltering can bo fixed. Even Lord Chester¬ 
field, with his Fi-ench breeding, when ho came to define 
a gentleman, declared that truth made his distinction; 
and nothing ever spoken by him would find so hearty 
a suffrage from his nation. The Duke of Wellington, 
who had the best right to say so, advises the French 
General Kcllermann, that he may rely on the parole 
of an English ofliccr. The English, of all classes, value 
themselves on thjs trait, as distinguishing them from 
the French, who, in the popular belief, are more polite 
than trna An Englishm.an imderstatcs, avoids the 
superlative, checks himself in compliments, alleging 
that in the French language one cannot speak with¬ 
out lying. 

They love reality in wesilth, power, ho-spitality, 
and do not easily learn to malre a show, and take the 
world as it goes. They are not fond of ornaments, 
and if they wear them, they must be gems. They 
read gladly in old Fuller, that a lady, in the reign of 
Elizabeth, “would have as patiently digested a lie, 
as the wearing of false stones or pendants of counter¬ 
feit pearl.” They have the earth-hunger, of prefer¬ 
ence for property in land, which is said to mark the 
Teutonic nations. They build of stone: public and 
private buildings are massive and durable. In com¬ 
paring their ships, houses, and public offices with the 
Ameijcan, it is commonly said that they spend a 
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pound, where we spend a dollar. Plain rich clothes, 
plain rich equipage, plain rich finish throughout their 
house and bolongings,- inarlc the English truth. 

They confide in each other,—^English believes in 
English. The French feel the superiority of tliis 
probity. The Englishman is not springing a trap for 
Jiis admiration, but is honestly minding his business. 
The Frenchman is vain. Madame do Staiil says that 
the English irritated Napoleon, mLiiuIy, because they 
have found out how to unite succe.ss with honesty.’ 
.She was not aware how wide an ajiplication her foreign 
readers would give to the remark. Wellington dis¬ 
covered the ruin of Bonajsirte’s .allairs by his own 
probity. lie augured ill of the empii’e, as soon as he 
saw that it was mendacious, and lived by war. If 
war do not bring in its sequel now trade, better agricul¬ 
ture and manufactures, but only games, firaworlcs, and 
spectacles,—no prosperity could support it; much 
less, a n.ation decimated for conscripts, and out of 
pbeket, like France. So ho drudged for years on 
his military works at Lisbon, and from this base at 
la.st extended his gigantic lines to Waterloo, believing 
in his countrymen and their syllogisms above all the 
rhodomontadc of Europe. 

At a St. George’s festival, in Montre.!!, where 1 
happened* to be a guest, since my retuni home, I 
observed that the chairman comjdimented his com¬ 
patriots, by saying, “they confided that W'hofov,er 
they met an Englishman, they found a man who 
would speak the truth.” And one cannot think this 
festival fruitless, if, all over the world, on the 2^ of 
VOL. IV. H 
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April, wherever two or three English are found, they 
meet to encourage each other in the nationality of 
veracity. 

In the power of saying rude truth, sometimes in 
the lion’s mouth, no men surpass them. On the 
king’s birthday, when each bishop was expected to 
offer the king a purse of .gold, Latimer gave Henry, 
VIII. a copy of the Vulgate, with a mark at the 
passage, “Whoremongers and adulterers God will 
judgeand they so honour stoutness in each other 
that the king passed it over. They are tenacious of 
their belief, and cannot easily change their opinions 
to suit the hour, They are like ships with too much 
head on to come quickly about, nor will prosperity or 
even adversity bo allowed to shako their habitual 
view of conduct. Whilst I was in London, M. Guizot 
jrrived there on his escape from Paris, in February 
1848. Many private friends called on him. His 
name was immediately proposed as an honorary 
member of the Athenieum. M. Guizot w'as black¬ 
balled. Certainly, they knew the distinction of his 
name. But the Englishman is not fickle. Ho had 
really made up his mind, now for years, as he read 
his newspaper, to hate and despise M. Guizot; and 
the altered position of the man as an illustrious exile, 
and a guest in the country, makes no difference to 
him, as it would instantly to an American. 

'they require the same adherence, thorough con¬ 
viction, and reality in public men. It is the want of 
character which makes the low reputation of the Irish 
inoFibcrs. “See tliem,” they said, “one hundred 
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and twenty-seven, all voting like sheep, never propos¬ 
ing anything, and all but four voting the income tax,”— 
which was an ill-judged concession of the Government, 
relieving Irish property from the burdens charged on 
English. 

They have a horror of adventurers in or out of 
Parliament. The ruling passion of Englishmen, in 
these days, is a terror of humbug. In the same 
proportion, they value honesty, stoutness, and adher¬ 
ence to your own. They like a man committed to 
Ilia objects. They hate the French, as frivolous; 
they hate the Iiish, as aimless; they hate the Ger¬ 
mans, as professors. In Februaiy 1848, they said. 
Look, the French king and his party feU for want of 
a shot; they had not conscience to shoot, so entirely 
was the pith and heart of monarchy eaten out. 

They attack their own politicians every day, on 
the same grounds, as adventurers. They love stout¬ 
ness in standing for your right, in declining money 
or promotion that costs any concession. The barrister 
refuses the silk gown of Queen’s Counsel if his junior 
have it one day eailier. Lord CoUingwood would 
not accept his medal for victory on 14th February 
1797, if he did not receive one for victory on 1st June 
1794; and the long-withholden medal was accorded. 
When Castlereagh dissuaded Lord Wellington from 
;oing to the king’s levee until the unpopular Cintra 
msiness had been-explained, ho replied, “ You fupiish 
ne a reason for going. I will go to this, or I will 
sever go to a king’s levee.” The radical mob at 
Oxford cried after the tory Lord Eldon, “There’s old 
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Eldon; cliecr Mm; he never ratted.” They have 
given the i)arliamcntary nickname of Trimimrs to the 
timeservers, whom English character does not love.^ 

They arc very in their politics to extraordi¬ 
nary delusions, thus, to holievo what stands recorded 
in the gravest hooks, that the movement of 10th April 
1848 was urged or assisted hy foreigners; which, to 
be sure, is paralleled hy the democratic whimsy in this 
country, which 1 have noticed to bo shared hy men 
sane on other points, that the English are at the 
bottom of the agitation of slavery in American poli¬ 
tics : and then, again, to the Trench popular legends 
on the subject oi pti-Jidims Albion. Ilut suspicion will 
make fools of nations as of citizens. 

A slow temperament makes them less rapid and 
ready than otluir countrymen, and has given occasion 
to tJio observation, that English wit comes aftcr- 
wanls,—which tlie French denote as esprit d^escalier. 
This dulnoss makes their attachment to home, and 
their adherence in all foreign countries to home' 
habits. The Englishman who visits Mount Etna will 
carry his tea-kcttlo to the top. The old Italian author 
of the “Eolation of England” (in 1500), says, *‘I 

^ It is an miluchy moment to remember these sparkles of 
solitary virtue in the face of the honours lately paid ii^ England 
to the Emperor Louis Napoleon. I am sure that no English¬ 
man whom I had the happines.s to know, consented, when the 
anst^Thtty and the commons of London cringed like a Neapo¬ 
litan rabble before a successful thief. But—how to resist one 
stop, though odious, in a linked scrio.s of state necessities ?— 
Governments mu.st always Icam too late, that the use of dia- 
hono8t|agents is as ruinous for nations ns for single men. 
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have it on the beat inlormation, that, when the war 
ia actually raging most fnriouslj', they -will seek for 
good eating, and afi their other comforts, without 
thinking what harm might befall them.” Then tlieir 
eyes seem to bo set at the bottom of a tunnel, and 
they affirm the one small fact they know', with the 
• best faith in the world that nothing else exists. And, 
as their otvn belief in guineas is perfect, they readily, 
on all occasions, apply the pecimiary argument as 
final. Thus, when the Rochester rappiugs hegan to 
be heard of in England, a man deposited £100 in a 
sealed box in the Dublin Bank, and then ailvcrtisod 
in the newspapers to all somnamlmlists, mesmorisers, 
and others, that whoever could toll him the number 
of his note, should have the money. lie let it lie 
there six months, the newspapers now and then, at 
his instance, stimulating the attention of tlio adepts; 
but none could over toll him ; and he said, “ Now let 
jno never bo bothered more with this proven lie.” 
It is told of a good Sir John, that ho heard a case 
stated by counsel, and made up his mind; then the 
counsel for the other side taking their turn to speak, 
ho found himself so unsettled and perplexed, that he 
exclaimed, “ So help me God! I will never listen to 
evidence again.” Any number of delightful examples 
of this iJnglish stolidity are the anecdotes of Europe. 

I knew a very worthy man,—a magistrate, I hplieve 
ho was, in the town of Derby,—who went to Iho 
opera, to see Malibran, In one scene, the heroine 
was to rush across a ruined bridge. Mr. B. ijrose, 
and mildly yet firmly called the attention o? the 
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audience and the performers to the fact, that, in his 
judgment, the bridge was unsafe! This English 
stolidity contrasts with French wit and tact. The 
French, it is commonly said, have greatly more influ¬ 
ence in Europe than tlie English. AVhat influence 
the English have is by brute force of wealth and 
power; that of the French by afiinity and talent. 
The Italian is subtle, the Spaniard treacherous; 
tortures, it was said, could never wrest from an 
Egyptian the confession of a secret. None of these 
traits belong to the Englishman. His cholcr and 
conceit force everything out Defoe, who knew his 
countrymen well) says of them, 

“ lu close intrigue, their faculty’s but weak, 

For generally whate’er they know, they speak, 

And often their own counsels undennine 
By mere infirmity without design ; 

From whence, the learned say, it doth proceed. 

That English treasons never can succeed; 

For they’re 6o open-hearted, you may know 
Their own most secret thoughts, and others' too. ’ 
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' CHAPTER VIII. ■ 

CHARACTEIi. 

The English race are reputed morose. I do not know 
that they have sadder brows than their neighbours of 
northern climates. They aio sad by compaiison with 
the singing and dancing nations; not sadder, but slow 
and staid, as finding their joys at Jiome. They, too, 
believe that where there is no enjoyment of life, 
there can be no vigour and art in speech or thought: 
that your meny heart goes all the way, your sad one 
tiros in a mile. This trait of gloom has been fixed 
hn them by French travellers, who, from Froissart, 
Voltaire, Le Sage, Mirabean, down to the lively 
journalists of the feuUletons, have spent their wit on 
the solemnity of their neighbours. The French say, 
gay conversation is unknown in their island. The 
Englishman finds no relief from reflection, except in 
refloctioB. When he wishes for amusement, he goes 
to work. His hilarity is like an attack of fever. 
Religion, the theatre, and the reading the bodks of 
his country, all feed and increase his natural melan¬ 
choly. The police does not interfere with public 
diversions. It thinks itself bound in duty to r(^ect 
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the [ilcasures and rare gaiety of tliis inconsolable 
nation; atid their well-known courage is entirely 
attributable to their disgust of life. 

I suppose their gravity of demeanour and their 
few words have obtained this reputation. As com¬ 
pared with the Americans, I think them cheerful and 
contented. Young pooiilo,.in this countiy, are much, 
more prone to melancholy, 'fhe English have a mild 
aspect, and a ringing cheerful voice. They arc large- 
natured, and not so easily amused as the southerners, 
and are among them as grown people among children, 
requiring war, or trade, or engineering, or science, 
instead of frivqlous games. They are proud and 
private, and, even if disposed to recreation, will avoid 
an open garden. 'They sported sadly; ih s'ammaimt 
tristement, sflun la andtnm de knr jwy.s, said Froissart; 
and, I suppose, never nation built their party-walls 
so thick, or their garden-fences so high. Meat and 
wine produce no cfl'ect on them: they are just as cold, 
quiet, and composed, at the end, as at the beginning 
of dinner. 

The reputation of taciturnity they have enjoyed, 
for six or seven hundred years; and a kind of pride 
in bad public speaking is noted in the House of 
Commons, as if they were willing to show that they 
did not live by their tongues, or thought they spoke 
well enough if they had the tone of gentlemen. In 
mixed company they shut their mouths. A York¬ 
shire millowner told mo Ho had ridden more than 
once all the way from London to Leeds, in the first- 
clasa carriage, with the same persons, and no word 
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exchanged. The club-houses wore established to 
cultivate social luibits, and it is rare that ,more than 
two eat togotlier, an(} oftenest one eats alone. Was 
it then a stroke of humour in the serious Swedenborg, 
or was it only his pitile.ss logic, that made him shut 
up the English souls in a heaven by themselves 1 

They are contradictorily described as sour, splen¬ 
etic, and stubborn,—and as mild, sweet, and sensible. 
The truth is, they have great rouge and variety of 
character. Commerce sends .abroad multitudes of 
different classes. The choleric Welshman, the fervid 
Scot, the bilious resident in the East or West Indies, 
.are wide of the perfect behaviour of the educated and 
dignified man of family. So is the burly farmer; so 
is the coimtry ’squire, with his narrow and violent 
life. In every inn is the Commercial-Ivoom, in which 
“ travellers,” or bagmen who carry patterns, and solicit 
orders, for the manufacturers, arc wont to be enter¬ 
tained. It easily happens that this class should char- 
acteiose England to the foreigner, who meets them 
on the road, and at every public house, whilst the 
gentry avoid the taverns, or seclude themselves whilst 
in them. 

But these classes are the right English stock, and 
may fairly show the national qualities, before yet art 
and eduSation have dealt with them. They are good 
lovers, good haters, slow but obstinate admirers, and, 
in all things, veiy much steeped in their temperahunt, 
like men hardly awaked from deep sleep, which they 
enjoy. Their habits and instincts cleave to nature. 
They are of the earth, earthy; and of the sea, the 
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soa-kinde, attached to it for what it yields them, and 
not from any sentiment. Tliey are full of coarse 
strength, rude exorcise, butcher’s meat, and sound 
sleep; and suspect any poetic insinuation or any hint 
for the conduct of life which reflects on this animal 
existence, as if somebody wore fumbling at the umbili¬ 
cal cord and might stop their supplies. They doubt 
a man’s sound judgment if he does not eat with 
appetite, and shako their heads if ho is particidarly 
chaste. Take thorn as they come, you shall find in 
the common people a surly indifToronce, sometimes 
grufl'ness and ill temper; and, in minds of more 
power, magazines of inexhaustible war, challenging 
“ The ruggedest hoar that time and .spite dare biing 
To frown npou tho enraged Northnmbcrlnnd.” 

They are headstrong believers and defenders of their 
opinion, and not less resolute in maintaining their 
whim and perversity. Hezekiah Woodward wrote a 
book against the Lord’s Prayer. And one can believe 
that Burton, the Anatomist of Melancholy, having 
predicted from tho stars the hour of his death, slipped 
the knot himself round his own nock not to falsify 
his horoscope. 

Their looks bespeak an invincible stoutness: they 
liave extreme difficulty to inn away, and will die 
game. Wellington said of the young coxtombs of 
tho Life-Guards delicately brought up, “but the 
puppies fight well;” and Nelson said of his sailors, 
“they really mind shot no more than peas.” Of 
absolute stoutness no nation has more or better 
exanjplca They are good at storming redoubts, at 



VIII.] 


Cl'lAKACTEU. 


107 


boarding frigates, at dying in the last ditch, or any 
desperate service which has daylight and .honour in 
it; but not, I think,'at enduring the rack, or any 
passive obedience, like jumping off a castle-roof at 
the word of a czar. Being both vascular and highly 
organised, so as to bo very sensible of pain; and in¬ 
tellectual, so as to see reason and glory in a matter. 

Of that constitutional force, which yields the 
supplies of the day, they have the more than enough, 
the excess which creates courage on fortitude, genius 
ill poetry', invention in mechanics, enterprise in trade, 
magnificence in wealth, splendour in ceremonies, 
petulance and projects in youth. The young men 
have a rude health which runs into peccant humours. 
They drink brandy like water, cannot expend their 
quantities of waste strength on riding, hunting, swim¬ 
ming, and fencing; and run into absurd frolics with 
the gravity of the Eumonidcs. They stoutly carry 
into every nook and comer of the earth their turbulent 
sense; leaving no lie uncontradicted; no pretension 
unexamined. They chow hasheesh; cut themselves 
with poisoned creases; swing their hammock in the 
boughs of the Bohon Upas; tasto every poison; buy 
every secret; at Naples they put St. Januarius’s blood 
in an alembic; they saw a hole into the head of the 
“winking Virgin,” to know why she winks; measure 
with an English footrale every cell of the Inquisition, 
every Turkish caaba, every Holy of holies; translate 
and send to Bentley the arcanum bribed and bullied 
away from shuddering Brahmins; and measure their 
own strength by the terror they causa Thes^ tra- 
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vollers are of every class, the best and the worst; and it 
may easily happen that those of rudest behaviour are 
taken notice of and remembore'd. The Saxon melan¬ 
choly in the vulgar rich and poor appears as gushes 
of ill-humour which every check exasperates into 
sarcasm and vituperation. There arc multitudes of 
rude young English who have the self-sufficiency and 
bluntness of their nation, and who, with their disdain 
of the rest of mankind, and with this indigestion and 
choler, have made the English traveller a proverb for 
uncomfortable and offensive manners. It was no bad 
description of the Briton generically, what was said 
two hundred years ago of one particular Oxford 
scholar: “ He was a very bold man, uttered anytliing 
that came into his mind, not only among his com¬ 
panions, but ill public coffee-houses, and woiUd often 
speak his mind of particular persons then accidentally 
present, without examining the company he was in; 
for which ho was often reprimanded, and several 
times threatened to bo kicked and bc.aten.” 

The common Englishman is prone to forget a 
cardinal article in the bill of social rights, that every 
man has a right to his own ears. No man can claim 
to usurp more than a few cnbic foot of the .audibilities 
of a public room, or to put upon the company with 
the loud statement of his crotchets or porsonalitiea 

But it is in the deep traits of race that the fortunes 
of oalions ai'o written, and however derived, whether 
a happier tribe or mixture of tribes, the air, or what 
circumstance, that mixed for them the golden mean 
of t^perament,—here exists the best stock in the 
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world, broad-fronted, broad-bottomed, best for depth, 
range, and equability, men of aplomb and reserves, 
great range and manyaaoods, strong instincts, yet apt 
for culture; wai'-class as well as clerks; earls and 
tradesmen; wise minority, as w'ell as foolish majority; 
abysmal temperament, hiding wells of wrath, and 
glooms on wliich no sunshine settles ; alternated with 
a common sense and humanity which hold them fast 
to every piece of cheerful duty; making this tempera¬ 
ment a sea to which all storms are superficial; a race 
to which their fortunes flow, as if they alone had the 
elastic organisation at once fine and robust enough 
for dominion; as if the bnrly inexpressive, now mute 
and contimiacious, now fierce and sharp-tongued 
dragon, which once made the island light with his 
fiery breath, had bequeathed his ferocity to his con¬ 
queror. They hide virtues under vices, or the semb¬ 
lance of them. It is the misshapen hairy Scandinavian 
troU again, who lifts the cart out of the mire, or 
“threshes the com that ten day-labom’crs could not 
end,” but it is done in the dark, and with muttered 
maledictions. Ho is a churl with a soft place in his 
heart, whose speech is a brash of bitter waters, but 
who loves to help you at a pinch. He says no, and 
serves you, and your thanks disgust him. Here was 
lately a cross-grained miser, odd and ugly, resembling 
in countenance the portrait of Punch with the laugh 
left out; rich by his own industry; sulking in a lomfly 
house; who never gave a dinner to any man, and 
disdained all courtesies; yet as tme a worshipper of 
beauty in form and colour as ever existed, and ^ro- 
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fuscly pouring over the cold mind of his countrymen 
creations of grace and truth, removing tho reproach 
of sterility from English art, catching from their 
savage climate every fine hint, and importing into 
their galleries every tint and trait of sunnier cities 
and skies; making an era in painting; and, when ho 
saw that tho splendour of one of his pictures in tho 
Exliihition dimmed his rival’s that hung next it, 
secretly took a brush and blackened his own. 

They do not wear their heart in their sleeve for 
daws to pock at. They havo that phlegm or staidnoss, 
which it is a compliment to disturb. “Great men,” said 
Aristotle, “arc always of a natmo originally melan¬ 
choly.” ’Tis the habit of a mind which attaches to 
abstractions witli a passion which gives vast results. 
They dare to displease, they do not speak to expecta¬ 
tion. They like the sayers of No, better than tho sayers 
of Yes. Each of them has an opinion which ho feels 
it becomes him to express all the more that it differs 
from yours. They are meditating opposition. This 
gravity is inseparable from minds of great resonrcea 

Tliero is an Enghsh hero superior to the French, 
tho German, the Italian, or tlie Greek. When he is 
brought to the strife with fate, ho sacrifices a richer 
material possession, and on more purely metaphysical 
grounds. He is there with his own consent, face to 
face with fortrmo, which he defies. On deliberate 
choice, and from grounds of clmractor, he has elected 
his part to live and die for, and die's with grandeur. 
This race has added now elements to hrunanity, and 
has^a deeper root in the world 
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They have great range of scale, from ferocity to 
exquisite refinement With larger scale, they have 
great retrieving power. After rmining eact tendency 
to an extreme, they try another tack with equal heat 
More intellectual than other races, when they live 
with other races, they do not take their language, 
J)Ut bestow their own. They subsidise other nations, 
and are not subsidised. They proselyte, and are not 
proselyted. They assimilate other races to themselves, 
and are not assimilated. The English did not calcu¬ 
late the conquest of the Indies. It fell to their char¬ 
acter. So tliey administer, in different parts of the 
world, the codes of every empire and race; in Canada, 
old French law; in the Mauritius, the’ Code Napoleon; 
in the West Indies, the edicts of the Spanish Cortes; 
in the East Indies, the Laws of Menu; in the Isle of 
Man, of the Scandinavian Thing; at the Cape of Good 
Hope, of the old Netherlands; and in the Ionian 
Islands, the Pandects of .Justinian. 

* They axe very conscious of their advantageous 
position in history. England is the lawgiver, the 
patron, tho instructor, the ally. Compare the tone 
of the French and of the English press; the first 
querulous, captious, sensitive about English opinion; 
tho English press is never timorous about French 
opinion,•but arrogant and contemptuous. 

They are testy and headstrong through an excess 
of will and bias; churlish as men sometimes plgase 
to be who do not forget a debt, who ask no favours, 
and who will do what they like with their own. 
With education and intercourse these asperities’wear 
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off, and Jeavo the good will pure. If anatomy is 
reformed according to national tendencies, I suppose 
the sploen'will hereafter be found in the Englishman, 
not found in the American, and differencing the one 
from the other. I anticipate another anatomical 
discovery, that this organ will be found to be cortical 
and caducous, that they are superficially morose, but. 
at last tender-hearted, heroin differing from Eome 
and the Latin nations. Notliing savage, nothing 
mean, resides in the English heart. They are subject 
to panics of credulity and of rage, but the temper of 
the nation, how'ovor disturbed, settles itself soon and 
easily, as, in this tomporate zone, the sky after what¬ 
ever storms clears again, and serenity is its normal 
condition. 

A saving stupidity masks and protects their per¬ 
ception as the curtain of the eagle’s eye. Our swifter 
Americans, when they first deal with English, pro¬ 
nounce them stupid; but, later, do them justice as 
pooiffo who wear well, or hide their strength. To 
understand the power of performance that is in their 
finest wits, in the patient Newton, or in the versatile 
transcendent poets, or in the Dugdales, Gibbons, 
Hallams, Eldons, and Poels, one should see how 
English day-labourers hold out. High and low, they 
are of an unctuous texture. There is an adipocore in 
their constitution, as if they had oil also for their 
mental wheels, and could perform vast amounts of 
work without damaging themselves. 

Even the scale of expense on which people live, 
and to which scholars and professional men conform. 
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proves the tension of their muscle, when vast numbers 
ivre found who can each lift this enormous load. I 
might even add, their daily feasts argue a savage 
vigour of body. 

No nation was over so rich in able men; “gentle¬ 
men," as Charles I. said of Strafford, “whose abilities 
might make a prince rather afraid than ashamed in 
the greatest affairs of state;” men of such temper, 
that, like Baron Vero, “had one seen him returning 
from a victory, ho would by his silence have suspected 
that he had lost the day; and, had he behold him in 
a retreat, he would have collected him a conqueror 
by the cheerfulness of his spirit”* 

The following passage from the Hemsbkgla 
might almost stand as a portrait of the modem 
Englishman:—“Haldor was very stout and strong, 
and remarkably handsome in appearancea King 
Harold gfive him this testimony, that he, among all 
his men, cared least about doubtful circumstances, 
wliether they betokened danger or pleasure; for 
whatever turned up, ho was never in higher nor 
in lower spirits, never slept less nor more on account 
of them, nor ate nor drank but according to his cus¬ 
tom. Haldor was not a man of many words, but 
short in conversation, told his opinion bluntly, and 
was obstinate and hard: and this could not please 
the king, who had many clever people about him, 
zealous in his service. Haldor remained a short iime 
with the king, and then came to Iceland, where he 

* Fuller. Worthies of England. 

VOL. IV. 
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took up his abode in Hiardaholt, and dwelt in that 
farm to a very advanced ago.”' 

Tlio national temper, in th6 civil history, is not 
flashy or whiffling. Tho slow, deep English mass 
smoulders with fire, which at last sets all its borders 
in flame. The wrath of London is not French wrath, 
but has a long memory, and, in its hottest heat, a 
register and rule. 

Half their strength they put not forth. They are 
capable of a sublime resolution, and if hereafter the 
war of races, often predicted, and making itself a war 
of opinions also (a question of despotism and liberty 
coming from IJastem Europe), should menace the 
English civilisation, those sea-kings may take once 
ag.ain to their floating castles, and find a new homo 
and a second millennium of power in their colonies. 

The stability of England is tho security of the 
modern world. If tho English race were a.s mutable 
as tho French, what reliance ? But the English stand 
for lil)crty. Tho conservative, money-loving, lord- 
loving Engli.sh, are yet liberty-loving; and so freedom 
is safe; for they have more personal force than any 
other people. Tho nation always resist the immoral 
•action of their government. They think humanely 
on tho affairs of Franco, of Turkey, of Poland, of 
Hungary, of Schleswig Hohstoin, though ovoifbome by 
the statecraft of tho rulers at last. 

• Docs tho early history of each tribe show tho per¬ 
manent bias, which, though not less potent, is masked, 
as the tribe spreads its activity into colonies, com- 
* ^ Heimskringla, Laiag’s translation, voL iii. p. 37. 
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merco, codes, arts, letters? The early history shows 
it, as the musician plays the air which ho proceeds to 
conceal in a tempest (5f variations. In Alfred, in the 
Northmen, one may read the genius of the English 
society, namely, that private life is the place of honour. 
Glory, a career, and ambition, words familiar to the 
longitude of Paris, are seldom heard in English speech 
Nelson wrote from their hearts his homely telegraph, 
“England expects every man to do his duty.” 

For actual service, for the dignity of a profession, 
or to appease diseased or inflamed talent, the army 
and navy may ho entered (the worst hoys doing well 
in the navy); and the civil scrvico,_in departments 
where serious official work is done; and they hold in 
esteem the barrister engaged in the severer studies 
of the law. But the calm, sound, and most British 
Briton shrinks from puhhe life, as ch.arlatanism, and 
respects an economy founded on agriculture, coal¬ 
mines, manufactures, or trade, which secures an inde¬ 
pendence through the creation of real values. 

They wish neither to command nor obey, hut to be 
kings in their own houses. They arc intellectual and 
deeply enjoy literature; they hke well to have the 
world served up to them in books, maps, models, and 
every mode of exact information, and, though not 
creators m art, they value its refinement They are 
ready for leisure, can direct and fill their own day, nor 
need so much as others the constraint of a necessity. 
But the history of the nation discloses, at every turn, 
this original predilection for private independency 
and, however this inclination may have been,’ dis- 
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turbod by the bribes with which their vast colonial 
power has, warped men out of orbit, the inclination 
endures, and forms and rcforpis the laws, letters, 
manners, and occupations. They choose that welfare 
which is compatible with the commonwealth, knowing 
that such alone is stable; as wise merchants prefer 
investments in the three pjjr cents. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

COCKAYNE. 

The English arc a nation of ImmoristA Individual 
right is pushed to tho uttermost bound compatible 
with public order. Property is so,perfect, that it 
seems the craft of that race, and not to exist else¬ 
where. Tho king cannot step on an acre which the 
peasant refuses to sell. A to.stator endows a dog or 
a rookery, and Europe cannot interfere with his 
absurdity. Every individual has his particular way 
of living, which he pushes to folly, and the decided 
sympathy of his compatriots is engaged to back up 
Mr. Crump’s whim by statutes, and chancellors, and 
horse-guards. There is no freak so ridiculous but 
some Englishman has attempted to immortalise by 
money and law. British citizenship is as omnipotent 
as Eoman was. Mr. Cockayne is very sensible of this. 
The pursy man means by freedom the right to do as 
he pleases, and docs wrong in order to feel his freedom, 
and makes a conscience of persisting in it. 

He is intensely patriotic, for his country is so 
small His confidence in the power and performance 
of his nation makes him provokingly incurious lAout 
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other nations. He dislikes foreigners. Swedenborg, 
who lived, much in England, notes “ the similitude of 
minds among the English, in Sonsequence of which 
they contract familiarity with friends who are of that 
nation, and seldom with others; and they regard 
foreigners, as one looking through a telescope from 
the top of a jialace regards, those who dwell or wander 
ahout out of the city.” A much older traveller, the 
Venetian who wrote the “ Itclation of England,”' in 
1500, says ;—“ The English arc great lovers of them¬ 
selves, and of every thing belonging to them. They 
think that there arc no other men than tliemselves, 
and no other world hut England; and, whenever they 
see a handsome foreigner, they say that he looks like 
an Englishman, and it is a great pity he should not 
be an Englishman; and wdienevcr they partake of 
any delicacy with a foreigner, they ask him whether 
such a thing is raa^lo in his coimtry.” When ho adds 
epithets of praise, his climax is “so English;” and 
when he wishes to pay you the highest compliment, 
ho says, I should not know you from an Englishman. 
Franco is, by its natural conb'ast, a kind of black- 
bo.ard on which English chaiactor draw's its own traits 
in chalk. This anoganco habitually exhibits itself 
in allusions to the French. I suppose that all men 
of English blood in Araeric.a, Europe, or Asia, have a 
secret feeling of joy that they are not French natives. 
Mr. Coleridge is said to have given public thanks to 
God, .at the clo.so of a lecture, th,at he had defended 
him from being able to utter a single sentence in the 
' Printed by llie Camden Society. 
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French language. I have found that Enghshmen 
liavo such a good opinion of England, that the ordi¬ 
nary phrases, in all geod society, of postponing or dis¬ 
paraging one’s own things in talking ivith a stranger, 
are seriously mistaken by them for an insuppressible 
homage to the merits of their nation; and the New 
Yorker or Pennsylvanian who modestly laments the 
disadvantage of a new country, log-huts,.and savages, 
is surprised by tlie instant and mifoigncd commisera¬ 
tion of the whole company, who plainly account all 
the world out of England a heap of rubbish. 

The same insular limitation pinches his foreign 
politics. Ho sticks to liis traditions and usages, and, 
so help him God! ho will force his island by-laws 
down the tliroat of great countries, like India, China, 
Canada, Australia, and not only so, but imjxise Wa])- 
ping on the Congress of Vienna, and trample down 
all nationalities with his taxed boots. Lord Chatham 
goes for liberty, and no taxation without representa¬ 
tion for that is Eritish law; but not a hobnail shall 
they dare make in America, but buy their nails in 
England,—for that also is British law; and the faet 
that British commerce was to bo recreated by the 
independence of America, took them all by surprise. 

In short, I am afraid that English nature is so 
rank aifl aggressive as to be a little incompatible 
with every other. The w'orld is not wide enough for 
two. 

But, beyond this nationality, it must be admitted 
the island offers a daily worship to the old Norse god 
Brage, celebrated among our Scandinavian foref^fhers 
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for his eloquence and majestic air. The English have 
a steady courage, that fits them for great attempts 
and endurance: they have aleo a petty courage, 
through which every man delights in showing himself 
for what he is, and in doing what ho can; so that^ in 
all companies, each of them has too good an opinion 
of himself to imitate anybody. Ho hides no defect, 
of his form, features, dress, connection, or birthplace, 
for he thinks every circumstance belonging to him 
comes recommended to you. If one of them have a 
l)ald, or a red, or a green head, or bow legs, or a scar, 
or mark, or a paunch, or a squeaking or a raven voice, 
ho has persuaded himself that there is something 
modish and becoming in it, and that it sits well on 
him. 

But nature makes nothing in vain, and this little 
superfluity of self-regard in the English brain is one 
of the secrets of tlioir power and liistory. For it sets 
every man on being and doing what ho really is and 
can. It takes away a dodging, skulking, secondary 
air, and encourages a frank and manly bearing, so 
that each man makes the most of himself, and loses 
no opportunity for want of pushing. A man’s per¬ 
sonal defects will commonly have with the rest of the 
world precisely that importance which they have to 
himself. If he makes light of them, so will other 
men. We all find in these a convenient meter of 
chajatter, since a little man would bo ruined by the 
vexation. I remember a shrewd politician, in one of 
our western cities, told me, “ that he had known 
sovei^l successful statesmen made by their foible.” 



IX.] 


COCKAY»n?. 


12 ] 


And another, an ex-govemor of Illinois, said to me, 
“ If a man knew anything, he would sit in a comer 
and he modest; but .he is such an ignorant peacock, 
that ho goes hustling up and doTO, and hits on extra¬ 
ordinary discoveries.” 

There is also tliis benefit in brag, that the 
«peaker is unconsciously .expressing his own ideal. 
Humour him by all means, draw it all out, and hold 
him to it. Their culture generally enables the trar 
veiled English to avoid any ridiculous extremes of 
this self-pleasing, and to give it an agreeable air. 
Then the natural disposition is fostered by the respect 
which they find entertained in the world for English 
ability. It was said of Louis XIV. tliat his gait and 
air were becoming enough in so gi’cat a monarch, yet 
would have been ridiculous in another man; so the 
prestige of the English name wan-ants a certain con¬ 
fident bearing, which a Frenchman or Belgian could 
not carry. At aU events, they feel themselves at 
liberty to assume the most extraordinary tone on the 
subject of English merits. 

An English lady on the Rhine hearing a German 
speaking of her party as foreigners, exclaimed, “No, 
we are not foreigners: wo are English; it is you that 
are foreigners.” They tell you daily, in London, 
the storj of the Frenchman and Englishman who 
quarrelled. Both wore umvilling to fight, but their 
companions put them up to it; at last, it was agreed 
that they should fight alone, in the dark, and with 
lastols; the candles were put out, and the English¬ 
man, to make sure not to hit anybody, fired up’ the 
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chimney, and brought down the Frenchman. They 
have no curiosity about foreigners, and answer any 
information yon may volunteer with “Oh, oh!” until 
the informant makes up his mind that they shall die 
in their ignorance, for any help he will offer. There 
are really no limits to this conceit, though brighter 
men among them make painful efforts to be candid. . 

The habit of brag runs tlirough all classes, from 
the Times newspaper through politicians and poets, 
tlirough Wordsworth, Carl 3 'le, Mill, and Sydney 
Smith, down to the boys of Eton. In the gravest 
treatise on political economj', in a philosophical essay, 
in books of science, one is surprised by the most 
innocent exhibition of unflinching nationality. In a 
tract on Corn, a most amiable and accomplished 
gentleman writes thus:—“ Though Britain, according 
to Bishop Berkeley’s idea, were surrounded by a wall 
of brass ten thousand cubits in height, still she would 
as far excel the rest of the globe in riches, as she now 
docs, both in this secondary quality, and in the more 
important ones of freedom, virtue, and science.” * 

The English dislike the American structure of 
society, whilst yet trade, mills, public education and 
chartism are doing what they can to create in England 
the same social condition. America is the paradise 
of the economists; is the favourable excepticfti invari¬ 
ably quoted to the rules of niin; but when he speaks 
dipoclly of the Americans, the islander forgets his 
philosophy, and remembers his disparaging anecdotea 
But this childish psitriotism costs something, like 
* ‘William Sponcc. 
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all narrowness. The English sway of their colonies 
has no root of kindness. They govern by their arts 
and ability; they aje more just than kind; and, 
whenever an abatement of their power is felt, they 
have not conciliated the affection on which to rely. 

Coarse local distinctions, as those of nation, pro¬ 
vince, or town, arc useful jn the absence of real ones; 
but we must not insist on these accidental lines. 
Individual traits are always triumphing over national 
ones. There is no fence in metaphysics discriminat¬ 
ing Crock, or English, or Spanish science. .lEsop 
and Montaigne, Ceiu'antos and Saadi, are men of the 
world; and to wave our own flag at the dinner-table 
or in the University, is to carry the boisterous dulness 
of a firc-club into a polite circle. Nature and destiny 
are always on the watch for our follies. Nature trips 
us up when wo stmt; and there are curious examples 
in history on this very point of national pride. 

George of Cappadocia, born at Epiphania in Cilicia, 
was a low parasite, who got a lucrative contract to 
supply the army with bacon. A rogue and informer, 
he got rich, and was forced to run from justice. He 
.saved his money, embraced Arianism, collected a 
library, and got promoted by a faction to the episcopal 
throne of Alexandria. When Julian came, A.D. 361, 
George was dragged to prison; the prison was burst 
open by the mob, and George was lynched, as he 
deserved. And this precious knave became, in'geod 
time. Saint George of England, patron of chivalry, 
emblem of victory and civility, and the pride of the 
best blood of the modem world. 
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Strange, that the solid trutli-speaking Briton should 
derive from an impostor. Strange, that tho New 
World should have no better luck,—that broad 
America must wear tho name of a thief. Amerigo 
Vespucci, tho pickle-dealer at Seville, who went out, 
in 1499, a subaltern with Hojeda, and whoso highest 
naval rank was boatswain’s mate in an expedition that „ 
never sailed, managed in this lying world to supplant 
Columbus, and baptize half the earth with liis own dis¬ 
honest name. Thus nobody can throw stono-s. We 
arc equally badly oil in our founders; and the false 
pickle-dealer i.s an offset to the false bacon-seller. 
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There is no country in which so absolute a homage 
is paid to wealth. In America, there is a touch of 
shame when a man exhibits the evidences of large 
property, as if, after all, it needed apology. But the 
Englishman has pure pride in his wealth, and esteems 
it a final certificate. A coarse logic rules throughout 
.'dl English souls;—if you have merit, can you not 
show it by your good clothes, and coach, and horses! 
How can a man bo a gentleman without a pipe of 
wine! Haydon says, “there is a fierce resolution to 
make every man live according to the means ho 
possesses.” There is a mixture of religion in it. 
They are under the Jewish law, and read with sonor¬ 
ous emphasis that then- days shall be long in the land, 
they shall have sons and daughters, flocks and herds, 
wine and oil. In exact proportion is the reproach 
of poverty. They do not wish to ho represented 
except by opulent men. An Englishman who kas 
lost his fortune, is s;iid to have died of a broken heart. 
The last term of insult is, “a beggar.” Nelson sa^d^ 
“ the want of fortune is a crime which I can never 
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get over.” Sydney Smith said, “poverty is infamous 
in England." And one of their recent writers speaks, 
in reference to a private and sliolastic life, of “the 
grave moral deterioration which follows an empty 
exchequer.” You shall find this sentiment, if not so 
frankly put, yet deeply implied, in the novels and 
romances of the present century, and not only in these) 
but in biography, and in the votes of public assemblies, 
in the tone of the preaching, and in the table-talk. 

I was lately turning over Wood’s Atlmm Oxm- 
ienses, and looking naturally for another standard in a 
chronicle of the scholars of Oxford for two hundi-ed 
years. But I found the two disgraces in that, as in 
most English books, are, first, disloyalty to Church 
and State, and, second, to be bom poor, or to come 
to poverty. A natioral fruit of England is the brutal 
political economy. Malthus finds no cover laid at 
nature’s table for the labourer’s son. In 1R09, the 
majority in Parliament expressed itself by the lan¬ 
guage of Mr. Fuller in the House of Commons, “ tf 
you do not like the country, damn you, you can leave 
it” When Sir S. EomiUy luoposed his bill forbid¬ 
ding parish officers to bind ?liildren apprentices at a 
greater distance than forty miles from their home. 
Peel opposed, and Mr. Wortley said, “though, in the 
higher ranks, to cultivate family affections was a good 
thing, ’twas not so among the lower orders. Better 
take' them away from those who might deprave them. 
And it was highly injurious to trade to stop binding 
tj> manufacturers, as it must raise the price of labour 
and'of manufactured goods.” 
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The respect for tnith of facts in England is 
equalled only by the respect for wealth. If is at once 
the pride of art of thp Saxon, as he is a wealth-maker, 
and his passion for independence. The Englishman 
believes that every man must take care of himself, 
and has himself to thank, if he do not mend his con- 
jdition. To pay their dehfs is their national point of 
honour. From tho Exchequer and the East India 
House to tho huckster’s shop, everything prospers, 
because it is solvent. The British armies are solvent, 
and pay for what they take. Tho Biitish empire is 
solvent; for, in spite of tho huge national debt, the 
valuation mounts. During tho war from 1789 to 
1815, whilst they complained that they were taxed 
within an inch of their lives, and, by dint of enor¬ 
mous taxes, were subsidising all tho Continent against 
Franco, the English were growing rich every year 
faster than any people over grew before. It is their 
maxim that the weight of taxes must be calculated 
not by what is taken but by what is loft. Solvency 
is in the ideas and mechanism of an Englishman. 
Tho Crystal Palace is not considered honest until it 
pays;—no matter how much convenience, beauty, or 
eclat, it must bo self-supporting. They are contented 
with slower steamers, as long as they know that 
swifter “boats lose money. They proceed logically 
by the double method of labour and thrift. Every 
household exhibits an exact economy, and nothing of 
that uncalculated headlong expenditure which families 
use in America. If they cannot pay, they do jqt 
buy; for they have no presumption of better fortunes 
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next year, as our people have; and they say without 
shame, I cannot afford it. Gentlemen do not hesitate 
to ride in the second-class c;^ or in the second 
cabin. An economist, or a man who can proportion 
his means and his ambition, or bring the year round 
with expenditure which expresses his character, with¬ 
out embarrassing one day of his future, is already u 
master of life, and a freeman. Lord Burleigh writes 
to his son, “that one ought never to devote more 
than two-thirds of his income to the ordinary expenses 
of life, since the extraordinary will be certain to 
absorb the other third.” 

The ambition to create value evokes every kind of 
ability, government becomes a manufacturing corpora¬ 
tion, and every house a mill. The headlong bias to 
utility will let no talent lie in a napkin,—if possible, 
will teach spiders to weave silk stockings. An 
Englishman, while ho eats and drinks no more, or 
not much more than another man, labours three times 
as many hours in the course of a year, as any othet 
European; or, his life as a workman is three lives. 
He works fast. Everything in England is at a quick 
pace. They have reinforced their own productivity 
by the creation of that marvellous machinery which 
differences this age from any other age. 

’Tis a curious chapter in modem history, the 
growth of the machine-shop. Six himdred years ago, 
Roger Bacon explained the precession of the eqiu- 
noxes, the consequent necessitj of the reform of the 
calendar; measured the length of the year; invented 
gunpbwder; and announced (as if looking from his 
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lofty cell, over five centuries, into oni's), “that 
machines can he constructed to drive s]iips more 
rapidly than a whole galley of rowers could ,do; nor 
would they need anything hut a pilot to steer them. 
Carriages also might ho constructed to move with 
an iucredihlo speed without the aid of any animal. 
Finally, it would not be imj)Ossihlo to make m.achines, 
which, hy means of a .suit of wings, should lly in the 
air in the manner of hinls.” But the secret slept 
with Bacon. The six hundred years have not yet 
fulfilled his words. Two centuries ago, the sawing 
of timber was done hy hand; the carriage wheels ran 
on wooden axles; the land was tilled hy wooden 
ploughs. And it was to little purpose that they had 
pit-coal, or that looms were improved, unless Watt 
and Stephenson had taught them to work force-pumps 
.and powmr-looms hy steam. The great strides were 
all token within the last hundred years. The life of 
Sir Itohert Peel, who died, the other day, the model 
iJiglishman, very properly has, for a frontispiece, a 
drawing of the spinning-jenny, which avovo the wch 
of his fortunes. Hargreaves invented the spinning- 
jeimy, and died in a woi'khouso. Arkwright improveil 
the invention; and the machine dispensed with the 
avork of ninety-nine men; that is, one spinner could 
do as much work as one hundred liad done before. 
The loom was improved further. But the men avould 
sometimes strike for aa^agos, and combine against the 
masters, and, about 1829-30, much fear avas felt lest 
the trade would he drawn aavay hy these internip-, 
tious, and the emigration of the spinners to Belgium 
\'OL. It'. K 
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and the United States. Iron and steel are very 
oliedient. ^Wlietlicr it wore not possible to make a 
spinner tliat would not rebel, BOr mutter, nor scowl, 
nor strike for wages, nor emigrate! At the solicita¬ 
tion of the masters, after a mob and riot at Staloy- 
bridge, Mr. Eoberts of Manchester imdcrtook to 
create this peaceful fellovy, instead of the quarrclj 
some fellow God had made. After a few trials, ho 
succeeded, and in 1830, procured a patent for his self¬ 
acting mule; a creation, the delight of millowners, 
and “ destined,” they said, “ to restore order among 
the industrions classes”; a maclrino requiring only a 
child’s hand to piece the broken yams. As Ark¬ 
wright hful destroyed domestic spinning, so Eoberts 
destroyed the factory spinner. The power of macliin- 
cry in Great Eritam, in mills, has been computed to 
be equal to 000,000,000 men, one man being able b)' 
the aid of steam to do the work which inquired two 
hundred and fifty men to accomplish fifty years ago. 
The production has been commensurate. England 
already had this laborious race, rich soil, water, wood, 
coal, iron, and favourable climate. Eight hundred 
years ago commerce had made it rich, and it was 
recorded, “ England is the richest of all the northern 
nations.” The Norman historians recite, that “in 
1067, William carried with liim into Normafi’dy, from 
England, more gold and silver than had ever before 
been seen in GauL” But when, to this labour and 
trade and these native resources was added this 
_gpblin of steam, with his myriad arms, never tired, 
working night and day everlastingly, the amassing of 



X.] 


WEALTH. 


131 


jjroperty has run out of all figures. It makes the 
motor of the last ninety years. The steam-pipe has 
added to her population and wealth the equivalent 
of foiu’ or five Englands. Forty thousand ships are 
entered in Lloyd’s lists. The yield of wheat has gone 
on from 2,000,000 quarters in the time of the Stuarts, 
^0 13,000,000 in 1854. A thousand million of poimds 
sterling are said to compose the floating money of 
commerca In 1848, Lord John Russell stated that 
the people of this country had laid out £300,000,000 
of caiutal in railways, in the last four years. But a 
bettor measure than these sounding figures is the 
estimate, that there is wealth enough in England to 
support the entire population in idleness for one year. 

The wise, versatile, all-giving machinery make.s 
chisels, roads, locomotives, telegraphs. Whitwortli 
divides a bar to a millionth of an inch. Steam twines 
huge cannon into wreaths, as easily as it braids straw, 
and vies with the volcanic forces which twisted the 
sOi’ata. It can clothe shingle mountains with ship- 
oaks, make sword-blades that will cut gun-barrels in 
two. In Egypt, it can plant fore.sts, and bring rain 
after three thousand years. Already it is ruddering 
the balloon, and the next war will he fought in the 
air. But another machine, more potent in England 
than steam, is the Bank. It votes an issue of bills, 
population is stimulated, and cities rise; it refuses 
loans, and emigration empties the country; trade 
sinks; revolutions break out; kings are dethroned. 
By these new agents our social system is moulded. 
By dint of steam and of money, war and commerce 
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aie changed. Nations have lost their old omnipo¬ 
tence ; thp patriotic tie does not hold. Nations arc 
getting obsolete, wo go and- live where wo will. 
Steam has enabled men to choose what law they will 
live under. Money makes place for them. The tele¬ 
graph is a hmp-band that will hold the Feimis-w'olf 
of war. For, now that a telegraph lino rims tlu'ougji 
Franco and Europe from London, every message it 
transmits makes stronger by one thread the band 
which war will have to cut. 

The introduction of these elements gives new 
resources to cidsting proprietors. A sporting duke 
may fancy tliat the state depends on the House of 
Lords, but the engineer sees that every stroke of 
the steam-piston gives value to the duke’s land, fills 
it with tenants; doubles, quadruples, centuples the 
duke’s capital, and creates new measures and now 
necessities for the culture of his children. Of course 
it draws the nobility into the competition as stock¬ 
holders in the mine, the canal, the railway, in the 
application of steam to agricidture, and sometimes 
into trade, But it also introduces large classes into 
the same competition; the old energy of tlie Norse 
race aims itself with these magnificent powers; new 
men prove an overmatch for the landowner, and the 
mill buys out the castle.* Scandinavian Thor, who 
once forged his bolts in icy Hecla, and built galleys 
by Tonely fiords, in England has advanced with the 
times, has shorn his bean}, enters Parliament, sits 
4own at a desk in the India House, and lends Miollm'r 
to Birmingham for a steam-hammer. 
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The creation of wealth in England in the laat 
ninety years is a main fact in modem history. The 
wealth of London d'etennincs prices all over the 
globe. All things precious, or useful, or amusing, or 
intoxicating, arc sucked into this commerce and' 
floated to London. Some English private fortunes 
reach,'and some exceed, a •million of dollars a year. 
A hundred thousand palaces adorn the island. All 
that can feed the senses and jiassions, all that can 
succour the talent, or arm the hands of the intelligent 
middle cliiss, who never spare in what they buy for 
their own consumption; all that can aid science, 
gratify taste, or soothe comfort, is in open market 
Whatever is excellent and beautiful in civil, rural, 
or ecclesiastic architecture; in fountain, garden, or 
grounds; the English noble crosses sea and land to 
SCO and to copy at homo. The taste and science of 
thirty peaceful generations; the gardens which Evelyn 
planted; the temples and pleasure-houses which Inigo 
Jones and Christopher Wren built; the wood that 
Gibbons carved; the taste of foreign and domestic 
artists, Shenstone, Pope, Brown, Loudon, Paxton, arc 
in the vast auction, and the hereditary principle heaps 
on the owner of to-day the benefit of ages of owners. 
The present possessors are to the full as absolute as 
any of their fathers, in chdbsing and procuring what 
they like. This comfort and splendour, the breadth 
of lake and mountain, tillage, pasture, and park, 
sumptuous castle and modem villa,—all consist with 
perfect order. They have no revolutions; no ho^se- • 
guards dictating to the crown; no Parisianpoissarifos 
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and barricades; no mob; but drowsy habitude, daily 
dress-dinners, wine, and ale, and beer, and gin, and 
sleep. 

With this power of creation, and this passion for 
independence, property has reached an ideal perfec¬ 
tion. It is felt and treated as the national life-blood. 
The laws are framed to'give property tho securest 
possible basis, and tho provisions to lock and transmit 
it have exercised tho cunningc.st heads in a profession 
which never admits a fooL Tho rights of property 
nothing but felony and treason can override. The 
house is a castle which the king cannot enter. The 
Bank is a strong-box to which tho king has no key. 
Whatever surly sweetness possession can give, is tasted 
in England to tho dregs. Vested rights are awful 
things, and absolute possession gives the smallest free¬ 
holder identity of interest mth the duke. High stone 
fences and padlocked garden gates announce the 
absolute will of the owner to be alone. Every whim 
of exaggerated egotism is put into stone and iron, into 
silver and gold, with costly deliberation and detail. 

An Englishman hears that the Queen Dowager 
wishes to establish some claim to put her park paling 
a rod forward into his grounds, so as to get a coach¬ 
way, and save her a mile to tho avenue. Instantly 
ho transforms his paling into stone-masoniy, solid as 
thc_walls of Cuma, and all Europe cannot prevail on 
him to sell or compound for an inch of tho land. 
They delight in a freak as the proof of their sovereign 
■fiesdom. Sir Edwaid Boynton, at Spie Park, at 
Cadenham, on a precipice of incomparable prospect. 



WEALTH, 


135 


A] 

built a house like a long bam, which had not a window 
on tho prospect side. Strawberry Hill ,of Horace 
Walpole, Fonthill Abbey of Mr. Bcckford, were 
freaks; and Newstoad Abbey became one in the 
hands of Lord Byron. 

But tho proudest rcsidt of this creation has boon 
the great and refined forces it has put at tlie disposal 
of the private citizen. In tho social world an Eng¬ 
lishman to-day has the best lot. Ho is a king in a 
plain coat. Ho goes with tho mo.st powerful protec¬ 
tion, keeps tlie best company, is armed by tho best 
education, is seconded by wo,alth; and bis English 
name and accidents are like a flourish of trumpets 
announcing him. This, with his quiet stylo of 
manners, gives him tho power of a sovereign, without 
tho inconveniences which belong to that rank. I 
much prefer the condition of an English gentleman 
of the better class to that of any potentate in Europe, 
—whether for travel, or for opportunity of society, 
or for access to means of science or study, or for mere 
comfort and easy healthy relation to people at home. 

Such as wo have seen is tho wealth of England, a 
mighty mass, and made good in whatever details we 
care to explore. Tho cause and spring of it is the 
wealth of temperament in the peopla Tho wonder 
of Britain is this plenteous nature. Her worthies are 
over surrounded by as good men as themselves; each 
is a captain a hundred strong, and that wealth of men 
is represented again in the faculty of each individual, 
—that he has waste strength, power to spare, ^e 
English are so rich, and seem to have establislied a 
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tap-root in.the boivels of the planet, because they 
are constitutionally fertile and creative. 

But a man must keep an eyo-.on his servants, if he 
would not have them rule him. Man is a shrewd 
inventor, and is ever taking the hint of a now machine 
from his own structure, adapting some secret of his 
own anatomy in iron, wopd, and leather, to some, 
required function in the work of the world. But it 
is found that the machine unmans the user. What 
ho gains in making cloth ho loses in general power. 
There should bo teinpcrance in making cloth, as well 
as in eating. A man sliniild not be a silkworm; nor 
a nation a tent of caterpillars. The robust rural 
Saxon degenonates in the mills to the Leicester stock- 
ingor, to the irahecile Manchester spinner,—far on 
the way to be spiders and needles. The incessant 
repetition of the same hand-work dwarfs the man, 
robs him of his strength, wit, and versatility, to make 
a pin-polisher, a buckle-maker, or any other specialty; 
and presently, in a change of industry, whole towns 
are sacrificed like ant-hilks, when the fashion of shoe¬ 
strings supersedes buckles, when cotton takes the 
place of linen, or itulways of turnpikes, or when 
commons are inclosed by landlords. Then society is 
admonished of the mischief of the division of labour, 
and that the host political economy is care and* culture 
of men; for, in these crises, all are mined except 
sudi'as are proper individuals, capable of thought, 
and of new choice and the application of their talent 
tp .T^w labour. Then again come in new calamities. 
England is aghast at the disclosure of her fraud in the 
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adulteration of food, of drugs, and of almost every 
fabric in her mills and shops; finding that '“'Ik will 
not nourish, nor sug^ sweeten, nor bread satisfy, nor 
popper bite the- tongue, nor glue stick In true 
England all is false and forged. This too is the re¬ 
action of machinery, but of the larger machinery of 
•commerce. ’Tis not, I suppose, want of probity, so 
much as the tyranny of trade, wliicK necessitates a 
perpetual competition of underselling, and that again 
a perpetual deterioration of tlie fabric. 

The machinery has proved, like the balloon, un¬ 
manageable, and flies away with the aeronaut. Steam, 
from the first, hissed and screamed to warn him; it 
was dreadful witli its explosion, and crushed the 
engineer. The machinist has wrought and watched, 
engineers and firemen without number have been 
■sacrificed in learning to tamo and guide the monster. 
But harder still it has proved to resist and mlo the 
dragon Money, with his paper wings. Chancellors 
and Boards of Trade, Pitt, Pool, and Eobinson, and 
their Parliaments, and their whole generation, adopted 
false principles, and wont to their graves in the belief 
that tliey were onricliing the country which they were 
impoverishing. They congratulated each other on 
ruinous expedients. It is rare to find a merchant 
who knows why a crisis occurs in trade, why prices 
rise or fall, or who knows the mischief of paper money. 
In the culmination of national prosperity, in the an¬ 
nexation of coimtries; building of ships, depots, 
towns; in the influx of tons of gold and silver; ^kJ 
the chuckle of chancellors and financiers, it was found 
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that broad rose to famine prices, that the yeoman was 
forced to kU his cow and pig, his tools, and his aero 
of land; and the drea<lful barometer of the poor-rates 
was touching the point of ruin. The poor-rate was 
sucking in the solvent classes, and forcing an exodus 
of farmers and mechanics. What befalls from the 
violence of financial crises,-befalls daily in the violence 
of artificial legislation. 

Such a wealth has England earned, over now, 
bounteous, and augmenting. But the question recurs. 
Does she take the step beyond, namely, to the wise 
use, in view of the supreme wealth of nations 1 We 
estimate the wisdom of nations by seeing what they 
did with their surplus capital. And, in view of these 
injuries, some compensation has been attempted in 
England. A part of the money earned returns to the 
brain to buy schools, libraries, bishops, astronomers, 
chemists, and artists with; and a part to repair the 
wrongs of this intemperate weaving, by hospitals, 
savings-banks. Mechanics’ Institutes, public grounds, 
and other charities and amenities. But the antidotes 
are frightfully inadequate, and the evil requires a 
deeper cure, which time and a simpler social organ¬ 
isation must supply. At present, she does not rule 
her wealth. She is simply a good England,' but no 
divinity, or wise and instracted souL She too is in 
the stream of fate, one vietim more in a common 
catastrophe. 

.But being in the faidt, she has the misfortune of 
greatness to be held as the chief offender. England 
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must bo held responsible for the despotism of expense. 
Her prosperity, the splendour which so .much man¬ 
hood and talent and perseverance has thrown upon 
vulgar aims, is the very argiunont of materialism. 
Her success strengthens the hands of base wealth. 
Who can propose to youth poverty and wisdom when 
• mean gain has arrived at the conquest of letters and 
arts; w'hen English success has grown out of the very 
renunciation of principles, and the dedication to out¬ 
sides 1 A civility of trifles, of money and expense, 
an erudition of sensation takes ^ace, and the putting 
as many impediments as we can between the man 
and his objects. Hardly the brayest among them 
have the manliness to resist it successfully. Hence, 
it has come, that not the aims of a manly life, hut 
the moans of mooting a certain ponderous expense, is 
that which is to ho considered by a youth in Eng¬ 
land, emerging from his minority. A largo family is 
reckoned a misfortune. And it is a consolation in 
the death of the young that a source of expense is 
closed. 
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CHAPTER 3tL 

AMSTOCItACY. 

The feudal character' of the English state, now that 
it is getting olxsolete, glares a little, in contrast with 
the democratic tendencies. The inequality of power 
and property shocks republican nerres. Palaces, 
halls, villas, walled parks all over England, rival the 
splendour of royal seats. Many of the halls, like 
Haddon, or Kodleston, ai'e beautiful dcsohations. The 
proprietor never saw them, or never lived in them. 
Primogeniture built these sumptuous piles, and, I 
suppose, it is the sentiment of every traveller, as it 
was mine, ’Twas well to come ere these were gone. 
Primogeniture is a cardinal rule of English property 
and institutions. Laws, customs, manners, the very 
persons and faces, affirm it. 

The frame of society is ari.stocratic, the taste of 
the people is loyal The e.states, names, and manners 
of the nobles flatter the fancy of the people, and con¬ 
ciliate the necessary support. In spite of broken 
faith, stolon charters, and the- devastation of society 
by tljp profligacy of the courts we take sides as we read 
for the loyal England and King Charles’s “ return to 
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his right ” with Ms Cavaliei's,—knowing what a heart 
less trifler ho is, and what a crew of God-forsaken 
robbers they ai'O. Jhe people of England know as 
much. But the fair idea of a settled government 
eormecting itself with heraldic names, with the wiittcn 
and oral history of Europe, aud, at last, with the 
.Hebrew religion, and tljo oldest traditions of the 
world, was too pleasing a vision to bo sh.attcred by a 
few otfonsivo realities, and the politics of shocinaliers 
and costermongers. The hopes of the commoners 
take the samj direction with the interest of the patri¬ 
cians. Every man who becomo.s rich buys land, and 
docs what ho can to fortify the nobility, into which 
ho hopes to rise. The Anglican clergy are identified 
with the aristocracy. Time and law have made the 
joining and moulding perfect in every part. The 
Cathedrals, the Universities, the national music, the 
|iopular romances, consiiiro to uphold the heraldry, 
which the cunent politic.s of the day are sapping. 
The taste of the peojJe is conservative. They arc 
proud of the castles, and of the language and symbol 
of chivalry. Even the word lord is the luckiest style 
that is used in any language to designate a patrician. 
The superior education and manners of tho nobles 
recommend them to tho country. 

Tho’Norwegian pirate got what ho could, and held 
it for his eldest son. The Norman noble, who was 
the Norwegian pirate baptized, did likewise. There 
was this advantage of western over oriental nobility, 
that this was recruited from below. English hi^ry 
is aristocracy with the doors open. Who has courage 
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and faculty, let him come in. Of course the terns 
of admission to this club are hard and high. The 
selfishness of the nobles comes in aid of the interest 
of the nation to require signal merit. Piracy and 
war gave place to trade, politics, and letters; the 
war-lord to the l.aw-lord; the law-lord to the merchant 
and the millowncr; but the privilege was kept,, 
whilst the means of obtaining it were changed. 

The foundations of these families lie deep in Nor¬ 
wegian exploits by sea, and Saxon sturdiness on land. 
All nobility in its beginnings was somebody’s natural 
superiority. The things these Englisli have done 
were not done without peril of life, nor without 
wisdom .and conuuct; and the first hands, it may bo 
presumed, were often challenged to show their right 
to their honours, or yield them to better men. “He 
that will be a head, lot him bo a bridge,” said the 
Welsh chief Bcncgridran, when ho carried all his men 
over the river on his back. “ He shall have the book,” 
s.aid the mother of Alfred, “who can reaiiit;” and 
Alfred won it by that title: and I make no doubt 
that feudal tenure was no sinecure, but baron, knight, 
and tenant, often had their memories refreshed, in 
regard to the service by which they held their lands. 
The De Veres, Bohuns, Mowbrays, and Plantagenets 
were not addicted to contemplatioa The middle age 
adorned itself with proofs of manhood and devotion. 
Of Eichard Beauchamp, Earl of Warwick, the Emperor 
told Henry V. that no Christian king had such another 
knight for wisdom, nurture, and manhood, and caused 
him "to be named “ Father of enrtesie.” “ Our success 
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in France,” says the historian, “ lived and died with 
him.” ^ 

The war-lord earned his honours, and no donation 
of land was large, as long as it brought the duty of 
protecting it, hour by hour, against a tenible enemy. 
In France and in England, the nobles were, dowm to 
;i late day, born and bred to war: and the duel, which 
in peace still held them to the risks of'war, diminished 
i he envy that, in trading and studious nations, would 
else have pried into their title. They were looked 
on as men who played high for a great stake. 

Great estates are not sinecures, if they are to be 
kept great. A creative economy is the fuel of magnifi¬ 
cence. In the same lino of 'Whirwick, the successor 
next but one to Beauchamp, was the stout earl of 
Henry VI. and Edward IV. Few esteemed them¬ 
selves in the mode who.so heads were not adorned 
ivith the black ragged staff, his badge. At his house 
in Loudon, six oxen were daily oaten at a breakfast; 
itnd every tavern was full of his meat: and who had 
any acquaintance in his family should have as much 
boiled and roast as ho could carry on a long dagger. 

The now age brings new qualities into request, the 
virtues of pirates gave way to those of planters, 
merchants, senators, and scholars. Comity, social 
talent and fine manners, no doubt, have had their part 
also. I have met somewhere with a historiette, winch, 
whether more or less true in its particular.?, can'hssi a 
general truth. “ How came the Duke of Bedford by 
his great landed estates 1 His ancestor having tra- 
* ruUet’B Worthies, ii. p. 472. 
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veiled on the Continent, a lively, pleasant man, became 
tbe companion of a foreign prineo wrecked on the 
Dorsetslure coast, where Mr. .,Kussell lived. The 
prineo recommended him to Henry VIIL, who, liking 
Ids company, gave him a large share of the plundered 
church lands.” 

The pretence is that fhe noble is of uidirokcn 
descent from the Norman, and has never worked for 
eight hundred years. But the fact is otherwise. 
Where is Bohun ? Where is Do Vere ? The lawyer, 
the farmer, the silk mercer, lies pci'dii rnKjer tlie coronet, 
and winks to the antiqimry to say nothing; especially 
skilful lawyers, nobody’s sons, who did some piece of 
work at a nice moment for government, and were 
rewarded with ermine. 

The national tastes of the English do not lead tlicni 
to the life of the courtier, but to secur’d the comfort 
and independence of their homes. The aristocracy are 
marked by their predilection for country life. They 
are called the county families. They have often nii 
residence in London, and only go thither a short time, 
during the season, to -see tire opera; but they concen¬ 
trate the love and labour of many generations on the 
building, planting, and decoration of their homesteads. 
Some, of them are too old and too proud to wear title.s, 
or, as Sheridan said of Coke, “ disdain to hifle their 
head in a coronetand some curious examples .are 
cited to show the stability of English families. Tlieir 
proverb is, that, fifty miles'from London, a family 
wiJJ^last a hundred years; at a hundred miles, two 
hundred years; and so on; but I doubt that steam. 
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the ononij’ of time, as 'vtell as of sjiace, will distuvl) 
these ancient rules. Sir Henry AVotton siiys of the 
first Duke of Buckingham, “ He was hom at Brookehy 
in Leicestershire, where his ancestors had chiefly 
continued about the space of four hundred yeans, 
rather without obscurity than with any great lustre.”' 
Wraxall says, that in 1781, Lord Surrey, aftenvards 
Duke of Norfolk, told him, that w'hcn the year 1783 
should arrive, he meant to give a gi'and festival to all 
the descendants of the body of Jockey of Norfolk, to 
mark the day when the dukedom should have re¬ 
mained three hundred years in their house, since its 
creation by Richard III. Pepys tells ns, in writing 
of an Earl Oxford, in 1606, that the honour had now 
remained in that name and blood six hundred years. 

This long descent of families and this cleaving 
throngh ages to the same spot of ground captivates 
the imagination. It has too a connection with the 
names of the towns .and districts of the country. 

’ The names are excellent,.—an atmosphere of 
legendary melody spread over the land. Older than 
all epics and histories, which clothe a nation, this 
undershirt sits close to the body. AVhat history tixi, 
and what stores of primitive and savage observation it 
infolds! Cambridge is the bridge of the Cam; SJhef- 
field the field of the river Sheaf; Leicester, the caska 
or camp of the Lear or Leir (now Soar); Rochdale, 
of the Eoch; Exeter or Excoster, the cadra of the 
Ex; Exmouth, Dartmouth, Sidmouth, Tcignmoutji, 
the mouths of the Ex, Dart, Sid, and Toign rivejs. 

’ EeliquijB WottonianaJ, p. 208. 
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Waltham is strong town; Kadcliffe is red cliff; and 
so ona. sincerity and use in naming very striking 
to an American, whoso country is whitow'ashed all 
over by unmeaning names, the casboff clothes of the 
country from which its emigrants came; or, named 
at a pinch from a psalm-tune. But the English are 
those “barbarians” of .lamblichus, who “are stable 
in their manners, and firmly continue to employ the 
same words, which also are dear to the gods.” 

’Tis an old sneer, that the Iiish peerage drew their 
names from playbooks. The English lords do not 
call their lands after their own names, but call them.- 
selvos after thejr lands; as if the man represented the 
country that bred liim; and they rightly wear the token 
of the globe that gave them birth; suggesting that the 
tie is not cut, but that there in London,—the crags of 
Argyle, the kail of Cornwall, the downs of Devon, the 
iron of Wales, the clays of Stafford, are neither forget¬ 
ting nor forgotten, but know the man who was bora 
by them, and who, like the long line of his fathers, 
has carried that crag, that shore, dale, fen, or wood¬ 
land, in his blood .and manners. It has, too, the 
advantage of suggesting responsibleness. A suscep¬ 
tible man could not wear a name which represented 
in a strict sense a city or a coimty of England, with¬ 
out hearing in it a challenge to duty and hbnour. 

The predilection of the patricians for residence in 
the country, combined with the degree of liberty 
possessed by the iieasant,’ makes the safety of the 
Ejiglish hall. Mirabeau wrote prophetically from 
England, in 1784, “ If revolution break out in Franct 
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I tremble for the aristocracy: their chateaux will be 
reduced to ashes, and their blood spilt in torrents. 
The English tenant wpuld defend his lord to the last 
extremity.” The English go to their estates for 
grandeur. The French live at court, and exile them¬ 
selves to their estates for economy. As they do not 
moan to live with their tenants, they do not conciliate 
them, but wring from them tho last sous. Evelyn 
writes from Blois, in 1644, “The wolves are here in 
such numbers that they often como and take children 
out of the streets; yet will not tho Duke, who is sove¬ 
reign hero, permit them to bo destroyed. ” 

In evidence of tho wealth amassed by ancient 
families, the traveller is shown the palaces in Piccaililly, 
Biulington House, Devonsliiro House, Lansdowne 
House in Berkeley Square, and, lower down in tho city, 
a few noble houses which still withstand in all their 
amplitude tho encroachment of streets. Tho Duke 
of Bedford includes or included a mile square in the 
lieart of London, where tho British Museum, once 
Montague House, now stands, and the land occupied 
by Wobum Square, Bedford Square, Bussell Square. 
Tlie Marquis of Westminster built within a few years 
the series of squarcscalled Belgravia. Stafford House is 
the noblest palace in London. Northumberland House 
holds its' place by Charing Cross. Chesterfield House 
remains in Audley Street. Sion House and Holland 
House are in the suburbs. But most of the historical 
houses are masked or lost in the modem uses to which 
trade or charity has converted them. A multitude of 
town palaces contain inestimable galleries of art. 
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In the country the size of private estates is more 
imprcssiv^. From Barnard Castle I rode on the 
highway twenty-three miles from High Force, a fall 
of the Tees, towards Darlington, past Eahy Castle, 
through the estate of the Duke of Cleveland. The 
Marquis of Brearlalbane rides out of his house a 
hundred miles in a straight lino to the sea, on his 
own property. The Duke of Sutherland owns the 
county of Sutherland, stretching across Scotland from 
■sea to sea. The Duke of Devonshire, besides his other 
estates, owns 96,000 acres in the county of Derby. 
The Duke of Richmond has 40,000 acres at Good- 
wood, and 300,000 at Gordon Castle. The Duke of 
Norfolk’s park in Sussex is fifteen miles in circuit. 
An agriculturist bought lately the island of Lowes, in 
Hebrides, containing 500,000 acres. The possessions 
of the Earl of Lonsdale gave him eight seats in Par¬ 
liament. This is the Heptarchy again: and before 
the Reform of 1832, one hundred and fifty-four persons 
sent three hundred and seven members to Parliamenl. 
The borongh-mongers governed England. 

These large domains arc growing larger. The great 
estates .are absorbing the small freeholds. In 1786, 
the soil of England was owned by 250,000 corporations 
and proprietors; and, in 1822, by 32,000. These 
broad estates find room in tliis narrow island. All 
over England, scattered at short intervals among ship¬ 
yards, mills, mines, and forges, are the paradises of the 
nobles, where the livelong repose and refinement are 
heightened by the contrast with the roar of industry 
and necessity, out of which you have stepped aside. 
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I was surprised to observe the very smjll attend¬ 
ance usually in the jHouso of Lonls. Out of 573 
pool’s, on ordinary days only twenty or thirty. 
AVhoro are they? I asked. “At home on their 
estates, devoured by enniti, or in tho Alps, or up the 
Rliine, in the Harz Mountains, or in Egypt, or in 
India, on the Ghauts.” But, with such interests at 
stake, how can these men afford to neglect them? 
“Oh,” replied my friend, “why should they work 
for themselves, when every man in England works for 
them, and will suffer before they come to harm?” 
The hardest radical instantly uncovers, and changes 
his tone to a lord. It was remarked, on the 10th 
April 1848 (the day of the Chartist demonstration), 
that tho upper classes were for tho first time actively 
interesting themselves in their own defence, and men 
of rank were sworn special constables, with tho rest. 
“ Besides, why need they sit out tho debate ? Has 
nbt the Duke of Wellington, at this moment, their 
proxies,—the proxies of fifty peers in his pocket, to 
vote for them if there be an emergency ? ” 

It is however true, that the existence of tho House 
of Peers as a branch of tho government entitles them 
to fill half tho Cabinet; and their weight of property 
and station give them a virtual nomination of the 
other half; whilst they have their share in the sub¬ 
ordinate offices, as a school of training. This mono¬ 
poly of political power has given them their intellectual 
and social eminence in Eurftpe. A few law lords and 
a few political lords take the brunt of public business. 
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In the army, tlie nobility fill a large part o£ the high 
commissio;i8, and give to these a tone of expense and 
splendour; and also of cxclusiiveness. They have 
borne their full share of duty and danger in this 
service; and there are few noble families which have 
not paid in some of their members the debt of life or 
limb, in the siicrifices of the Russian war. For the 
rest, the nobility have the load in matters of state, 
and of expense; in questions of taste, in social usages, 
in convivial and domestic hospitalities. In general, 
all that is required of them is to sit securely, to pre¬ 
side at public meetings, to countenance charities, 
and to give the example of that decorum so dear to 
the British heart 

If one asks, in the critical spirit of the day, what 
service this class have rendered?—uses appear, or 
they would have perished long ago. Some of these 
are easily enumerated, others more subtle make a 
part of unconscious history. Their institution is one 
step in the progress of society. For a race yields' a 
nobility in some form, however wo name the lords, 
as simely as it yields women. 

The English nobles are high-spirited, active, edu¬ 
cated men, bom to wealth and power, who have run 
through every country, and kept in every country 
the best company, have seen every secret of art and 
nature, and, when men of any ability or ambition, 
have been consulted in the conduct of every important 
action. You cannot wield ^eat agencies without 
lending yourself to them,' and, when it happens that 
the spirit of the earl meets his rank and duties, we 
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have the host examples of behavionr. Power of any 
kind readily appears in the mannem ; and beneficent 
power, fe taUnt de Ufn fairs, gives a majesty which 
cannot be concealed or resisted. 

These people seem to gain as much as they lose by 
their position They survey society, as from the top 
of St Paul’s, and, if they never hear plain truth from 
men, they see the best of everything, in every kind, 
and they see things so grouped and amassed as to 
infer easily the sum and genius, instead of tedious 
particularities. Their good behaviour deserves all its 
fame, and they have that simplicity, and that air of 
repose, which are the finest oinament of greatness. 

The upper classes have only birth, say the pcojile 
here, and not thoughts. Yes, but they have manners, 
and ’tis wonderful how much talent inns into man¬ 
ners nowhere and never so much as in England. 
They have the sense of superiority, the absence oi 
all the ambitious efibrt which disgusts in the aspiring 
classes, a pmn tone of thought and feeling, and the 
power to command, among their other luxuries, the 
presence of the most accomplished men in their festive 
meetings. 

Loyalty is in the English a sub-religion. They 
wear the laws as ornaments, and walk by tlioir faith 
in their painted May-Fair, as if among the forms of 
gods. The economist of 1855 who asks, of what use 
are the lords? may learn of Franklin to ask, of tvhat 
use is a baby 1 They have been a social church pro¬ 
per to inspire sentiments mutually honouring the lover 
and the loved. Pohteness is the ritnal of society, as 
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prayers are of tlic church; a school of manners, and a 
gentle blessing to the ago in which it grow. ’Tis a 
romance aborning English life yMi a larger horizon; 
a midway heaven, fulfilling to their sense their fairy 
tales and poetry, '^diis, just as far as the breeding 
of the nobleman really made him brave, handsome, 
accomplished, and great-hearted. 

On general grounds, whatever tends to form man¬ 
ners, or to finish men, has a great value. Every one 
who has tasted the delight of friendsliip, will respect 
every social guard which our manners can establish, 
tionding to secure from the intrusion of frivolous and 
distasteful people. The jealousy of every class to 
guard itself is a' testimony to the reality .they have 
foimd in life. , AVhen a man once knows that he has 
done justice to hinrsclf, lot liim dismiss all terrors of 
aristocracy as superstitions, so far as ho is concerned. 
He who keeps the door of a mine, whether of cobalt, 
or mercury, or nickel, or plumbago, securely knows 
that the world camiot do without liim. Everybody 
who is'real is o]ien and ready for that which is also 
real. 

Besides, these arc they who make England that 
strongbo.v and museum it is; who gather and protect 
works of art, dragged from amidst burning cities and 
revolutionary countrie.s, and brought hither out of all 
the world. I look with respect at houses six, seven, 
eigjit himdred, or, like Warwick Castle, nine hundred 
years old. I pardoned high park-fences, when I saw, 
tliat, besides does and pheasants, tliese have preserved 
Ai-undel moi'bles, Townley galleries, Howard and 
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Spenserian libraries, Warwick and Portland vases, 
Saxon manuscripts, monastic arcliitectnrcs, millennial 
trees, and breeds of cjttle elsewhere extinct. In these 
manors, after tho frenzy of war and destruction sub¬ 
sides a little, the antiquary finds 'the frailest Koman 
jar, or crumbling Egyptian mummy-case, without so 
much as a new layer of dust, keeping the series of 
history unbroken, and waiting for its interpreter, who 
is sure to arrive. Those lords are the treasurers and 
librarians of mankind, engaged by their pride and 
wealth to this function. 

Yet there wore other works for liritish dukes to 
do. George Loudon, Quintinye, Evelyn, had taught 
them to make gardens. Arthui’ Young, Bakeivell, 
and Mechi, have made them agricultwal. Scotland 
was a camp imtil the day of Cidloden. Tho dukes of 
Athole, Sutherland, Buccleuch, and the Marquis of 
T’readalbane have introduced the rape-culture, the 
■sliecp-farm, wheat, drainage, the plantation of forests, 
the artificial replenishment of lakes and ponds with 
fish, tho renting of gamc-preservea Against tho cry 
of the old tenantry, and tho sympathetic cry of the 
English press, they have rooted out and planted anew, 
and now six millions of people live, and live better, 
on the same land that fed three millions. 

Tho English barons, in every iioriod, have been 
brave and great, after the estimate and opinion of 
their timea The grand old halls scattered up ‘apd 
down in England are dumb vouchers to tho state and 
broad hospitality of their ancient lords. Shakspeare’s 
portraits of good Duke Humphrey, of Warwick, of 
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Northumberland, of Talbot, were drawn in strict con¬ 
sonance with tho traditions. A sketch of the Earl of 
Shrewsbury, from the pen of Queen Elizabeth’s arch¬ 
bishop Parker;^ lord Herbert of Cherbury’s auto¬ 
biography ; the letters and essays of Sir Philip Sidney; 
tho anecdotes preserved by tho antiqiuries Fuller and 
Collins; some glimpses at tho interiors of noble 
houses, which we owe to Pcpys and Evelyn; tho 
details which Bon Jonson’s masques (performed at 
Kenilworth, Althorpe, Bolvoir, and other noble 
houses) record or suggest; doTO to Aubrey’s passages 
of tho life of Hobbes in the house of tho Earl of 
Devon, are favourable pictures of a romantic stylo of 
manners. Pen^urst still shines for us, and its 
Christmas revels, “where logs not burn, but men.” 
At Wilton House, the “Arcadia" was written, amidst 
conversations with Fulko Groville, Lord Brooke, a 
man of no vulgar mind, as his own poems dcclai’e him. 
1 must hold Ludlow Castle an honest house, for which 
Milton’s “Comus” was written, and the company 
nobly bred which performed it with knowledge and 
sympathy. In the roll of nobles are found poets, 
pliilosophers, chemists, astronomers, also men of solid 
virtues and of lofty sentiments; often they have been 
the friends and patrons of genius and learning, and 
especially of tho fine arts; and at this moment, almost 
every great house has its sumptuous picture-gallery. 

,Of course there is another side to tliis gorgeous 
show. Every victory was the defeat of a party only 
less worthy. Castles are proud things, but ’tis safest 
* Dibdin’s Literary Reminiscences, voL 1, xii. 
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to be outside of them. War is a foul game, and yet 
war is not the worst part of aristocratic history. In 
later times, when t^ baron, educated only for war, 
with his brains paralysed by his stomach, found him¬ 
self idle at homo, he grew fat and wanton, and a sorry 
brute. Grammont, Pepys, and Evelyn, show the 
kennels to which the king and court went in quest of 
pleasure. Prostitutes, taken from thodheatros, were 
made duchesses, their bastards dukes and eaiis. “ The 
young men sat uppermost, the old serious lords wore 
out of favour.” The discourse that the king’s com¬ 
panions had with him was “ poor and frothy.” No 
man who valued his head might do what these pot- 
companions familiarly did with the'king. In logical 
sequence of those dignified revels, Pepys can tell the 
beggarly shifts to which the king was reduced, who 
could not find pajier at his council table, and “no 
handkerchers ” in his wardrobe, “ and but three bands 
to his neck,” and the linen-draper and the stationer 
were out of pocket, and refusing to trust him, and the 
baker will not bring bread any longer. Meantime, 
the English Channel was swept, and London threatened 
by the Dutch fleet, manned too by English sailors, 
who, having been cheated of their pay for years by 
the king, enlisted with the enemy. 

The Solwyn correspondence in the reign of George 
IIL discloses a rottenness in the aristocracy which 
threatened to decompose the state. The sycophancy 
and sale of votes and honour, for place and title; 
lewdness, gaming, smuggling, bribery, and cheating; 
the sneer at the childish indiscretion of quan'elling 
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with ton thousand a year; the want of ideas; the 
splendour of tlic titles, and the apathy of the nation, 
aro instructive, and make th^ reader pause and 
explore the fim bounds which confined these vices to 
a handful of rich men. In the reign of the Fourth 
George tilings do not seem to have mended, and the 
rotten debauchee lot down from a window by an 
inclined plane into his coach to take the air, was a 
scandal to Europe, which the ill fame of his queen and 
of his family did notliiug to retrieve. 

Under the present reign the perfect decorum of 
the Court is thought to have put a chock on the gross 
vices of the aristocracy; yet gaming, racing, drinking, 
and mistresses, Kring them down, and the democrat 
can still gather scandals if he will. Dismal anecdotes 
aboimd, verifying the gossip of the last generation, 
of dukes served by bailifls, with all their plate in 
pawn; of great lords living by the showing of their 
•houses; and of an old man wheeled in his chair from 
room to room, whilst his chambers are exhibited to* 
the visitor for money; of mined dukes and earls 
living in exile for debt. The liistoric names of the 
Buckinghams, Beaufoits, Marlboroughs, and Hertfords, 
have gained no new lustre, and now and then darker 
scandals break out, ominous as the new chapters 
added under the Orleans dynasty to the '‘Causes 
Calibres” in Franco. Even peers, who are men of 
worfh and public spirit, are overtaken and embar¬ 
rassed by their vast expense. The-respectable Duke 
of Devonshire, willing to be the Mecsenas and Lucullus 
of his island, is reported to have said that he can- 
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not live at Chatsworth but one month in the year. 
Their many houses eat them up. They jannot sell 
them, because they ifto entailed. They will not let 
them, for pride’s sake, but keep them empty, aired, 
and the grounds mown and dressed, at a cost of four 
or five thousand pounds a year. The spending is for 
a great part in servants, ip many houses exceeding a 
hundred. 

Most of them are only chargeable with idleness, 
which, because it squanders such vast power of bene¬ 
fit, has the mischief of crime. “ They might be little 
Providences on earth,” said my friend, “ and they are, 
for tlie most part, jockeys and fops.” Campbell says, 
“acquaintance with the nobility I could never keep 
up. It requires a hfe of idleness, dressing, and attend¬ 
ance on their partioa” I suppose, too, that a feeling 
of self-respect is driving cultivated men out of this 
society, as if the noble were slow to receive the lessons 
of the times, and had not learned to disguise his pride 
df place. A man of wit, who is also one of the cele¬ 
brities of wealth and fashion, confessed to his friend 
that he could not enter their houses without being 
made to feel that they were great lords, and ho a low 
plebeian. With the tribe of artistes, including the 
musical tribe, the patrician morgue keeps no terms, 
but excludes them. When Julia Grisi and Mario sang 
at the honses of the Duke of Wellington and other 
grandees, a cord was stretched between the singer and 
the company. 

When every noble was a soldier they were care¬ 
fully bred to great personal prowesa The education 
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of a soldier is a simpler affair than that of an carl in 
the nineteenth century. And this was very seriously 
pursued; they were expert in every species of equita¬ 
tion, to the most dangerous practices, and this down 
to the accession of William of Oranga But graver 
men appear to have trained their sons for civil affairs. 
Elizabeth extended her thought to the futime; and 
Sir Philip Sidney in his letter to his brother, and 
Milton and Evelyn, gave plain and hearty counsel. 
Already too, the English noble and squire were pro- 
[)aring for the career of the country gentleman, and 
his peaceable expense. They wont from city to city, 
learning receipts to make perfumes, sweet j)owders, 
pomanders, antidotes, gathering seeds, gems, coins, and 
divers cimiositios, preparing for a private life there¬ 
after, in which tliey should take pleasure in these 
recreations. 

All advantages given to absolve the young patri¬ 
cian from intellectual labour are of course mistaken. 
“In the university, noblemen are exempted from the 
public exercises for the degree, etc., by which they 
attain a degree called honorary. At the same time, 
the fees they have to pay for matriculation, and on 
all other occasions, are much higher.”* Fuller records 
“the observation of foreigners, that Englishmen, by 
making their children gentlemen before they are men, 
cause they are so seldom wise men.” This cockering 
justifies Dr. Johnson’s bitter apology for primogeni¬ 
ture, “ that it makes but one fool in a family.” 

The revolution in society has reached this class. 

* Huber. History of Englisb Universities 
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The great powers of industrial art have no exclusion 
of name or blood. The tools of our time—namely, 
steam, ships, printing^money, and popular education— 
belong to those who can handle thorn; and their effect 
has been, that advantages once confined to men of 
family are now open to the whole middle class. The 
road that grandeur levels for his coach, .toil can travel 
in his cart 

This is more manifest every day, but I think it 
is true throughout English history. English history, 
wisely read, is the vindication of the brain of that 
people. Here, at last, were climate and condition 
friendly to the worb'ng faculty. Who now will work 
and dare, shall rule. This is the charter, or the 
chartism, which fogs, and seas, and rains proclaimed, 
—that mtellcct and personal force should make the 
law; that industry and administrative talent should 
administer; that work should wear the crown. I 
know that not this, but something else, is pretended. 
The fiction with which the noble and the bystander 
equally please themselves is, that the former is of 
unbroken descent from the Norman, and so has never 
worked for eight hundred years. All the families are 
now, but the name is old, and they have ma<le a 
covenant with their memories not to disturb it But 
the analysis of the peerage and gentry shows the rapid 
decay and extinction of old families, the continual re¬ 
cruiting of these from now blood. The doors, though 
ostentatiously guarded, are really open, and hence the 
power of the bribe. All the barriers to rank only 
whet the thirst and enhance the prize. “ Now,” said 
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Nelson, when clearing for hattlo, “a peerage, or West¬ 
minster Abbey!” “I have no illusion left,” said 
'Sydney Smith, “but tho Archbigliop of Canterbury.” 
“The lawyers,” said Burke, “are only birds of passage 
in this House of Commons,” and then added, with a 
new figure, “they have their best bower anchor in tho 
House of Lords.” 

I Another stride that has been taken, appears in the 
perishing of heraldry. Wliilst the privileges of nobility 
are passing to tlie middle class, the badge is discredited, 
and the titles of lordship aro getting musty and cum¬ 
bersome. I wonder that sensible men have not been 
already impatient of thorn. They belong, 'witli wigs, 
powder, and scai'let coats, to an earlier age, and may 
bo advantageously consigned, with paint and tattoo, 
to the dignitaries of Australia and Polynesia. 

• A multitude of English, educated at the univehsitios, 
l)red into their society with manners, ability, and tho 
gifts of fortune, are every day confronting tho peers 
on a footing of equality, and outstripping them, as 
often, in tho race of honour and influence. That 
cultivated class is largo and ever enlarging. It is 
computed that, with titles and without, there are 
seventy thousand of these people coming and going in 
London, who make up what is called high society. 
They cannot shut their eyes to the fact that an untitled 
nobility possess all the power without the inconveni¬ 
ences that belong to rank, and tlie rich Englishman 
goes over tho world at tho present day, drawing more 
than all the advantages wliich the strongest of his 
kings could command. 
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CHAPTER XU 

UNIVBKSITIES. 

Or British imivorsities, Cambridge has the mo.st illus¬ 
trious names on its list At the present day, too, it 
has the advantage of Oxford, counting in its alumni 
a greater number of distinguished scholars. I regret 
that I had but a single day wherein to see King’s 
College Chapel, the beautiful lawns and gardens of 
the colleges, and a few of its gownsmen. 

But I availed myself of some repeated invitations 
to Oxford, whore I had introductions to Dr. Daubeny, 
Professor of Botany, and to the Regius Professor of 
Divinity, as well as to a valued friend, a Fellow of 
Oriel, and went tliither on the last day of March 
1848. J was the guest of my friend in Oriel, was 
housed close upon that college, and I lived on college 
hospitalities. 

My new friends showed mo their cloisters, the 
Bodleian Library, the Randolph Gallery, Merton Hall, 
'and the rest I saw several faithful, high-miijide^ 
yotmg men, some of them in the mood of making 
sacrifices for peace of mind,—a topic, of course, on 
which I had no counsel to ofiier. Their affectionate 
and gregarious ways reminded me at once of the habits 
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of our Cambridge men, though I imputed to those 
English an advantage in their secure and polished 
manners. The halls are rich with oalcen wainscoting 
and ceiling. The pictures of the founders hang from 
the walls; the tables glitter with plate. A youth 
came forward to the upper table, and pronounced the 
ancient form of grace before meals, which, I suppose, 
has been in use here for ages, Benedidus Imedkat; 
lenedvMur, lenedicalur. 

It is a curious proof of the English use and wont, 
or of their good natm’c, that these yoimg men are 
locked up every night at nine o’cloclc, and the porter 
at each hall is required to give the name of any 
belated student who is admitted after that hour. 
Still more descriptive is the fact, that out of twelve 
hundred young men, comprising the most spirited of 
■the aristocracy, a duel has never occurred. 

Oxford is old, even in England, and conservative. 
Its foundations date from Alfred, and even from 
Arthur, if, as is alleged, the Pheryllt of the Druids 
had a seminary here. In the reign of Edward L, it 
is protended, here were thirty thousand students; 
and nineteen most noble foundations wore then 
established. Chaucer found it as firm as if it had 
always stood; and it is, in British story, rich with 
great names, the school of the island, and the link of 
England to the learned of Europe. Hither came 
Ecasmus, with delight, in 1497; Alboricus Gentilis, in 
1580, was relieved and maintained by the university. 
Albert Alaskie, a noble Polonian, Prince of Sirad, 
who visited England to admire the wisdom of Queen 
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Elizabeth, was entertained with stage-plays in the 
Refectory of Christchurch, in 1583. Isaac ^Casanbon, 
coming from Henri Quatro of France, by inyitation 
of James I, was admitted to Christ’s College, in July 
1613. I saw the Ashmoloan Museum, whither Elias 
Ashmole, in 1682, sent twelve cart-loads of rarities. 
Hero indeed was the Olympia of all Antony Wood’s 
and Aubrey’s games and heroes, and every inch of 
gi-ound has its lustre. For Wood’s Ailienm Oamunses, 
or calendar of the writers of Oxford for two hundred 
years, is a lively record of English manners and merits, 
and as much a national monument as Purchas’s 
Pilgrims or Hansard’s Register. On every side, 
Oxford is redolent of ago and authority. Its gates 
shut of themselves against modem innovation. It is 
still governed by the statutes of Ai'chbishop Laud. 
The books in Merton Library are stUl chained to the- 
wall. Hero, on August 27, 1660, John Milton’s Pro 
Pj^ilo Anglicaw Defensio, and lamodasks, were com- 
iHitted to the flames. I saw the school-court or quad¬ 
rangle, where, in 1683, the Convocation caused the 
Leviathan of Thomas Hobbes to be publicly burnt. 
I do not know whether this learned body have yet 
heard of the Declaration of American Independence, 
or whether the Ptolemaic astronomy does not still 
hold its ground against the novelties of Copernicus. 

As many sons, almost so many benefactora It is 
usual for a nobleman, or indeed for almost evary" 
wealthy student, on quitting college, to leave behind 
him some article of plate; and gifts of all values, 
from a hall, or a fellowship, or a librarj', down to a 
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picture or a spoon, are continually accruing, in the 
course of ft century. My friend Doctor J. gave me 
the following anecdote: In Sir Thomas Lawrence’s 
collection at London were the cartoons of Eaphael 
and Michel Angelo. This inestimahle prize was 
offered to Oxford University for seven thousand 
pounds. The offer was accepted, and the committee 
charged with the affair had collected three thousand 
pounds, when, among other friends, they called on 
Lord Eldon. Instead of a hundred pounds, he sur¬ 
prised them by putting down his name for three 
thousand pounds. They told him they should now 
very easily raise the remainder. “No,” ho said; 
“your men have probably already contributed all 
they can spare; I can as well give the rest: ” and 
he withdrew his cheque for three thousand, and wrote 
'four thousand pounds. I saw the whole collection 
in April 1848. 

In the Bodleian Library, Dr. Bandincl showed mo 
the manuscript Plato, of the date of A.D. 890, brought 
by Dr. Clarke from Egypt; a manuscript Virgil, of 
the same century; the first Bible printed at Mentz 
(I believe in 1460); and a duplicate of the same, 
which had been deficient in about twenty leaves at 
the end. But, one day, being in Venice, he bought a 
room full of books and manuscripts,—every scrap and 
fragment,—for four thousand louis d’ors, and had the 
doors locked and sealed by the consul. On proceed¬ 
ing, afterwards, to examine his purchase, he found the 
twenty deficient pages of his Mentz Bible, in perfect 
order; brought them to Oxford, with the rest of his 
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purchase, and placed them in the volume; but has too 
much awe for the Providence that appeani in biblio¬ 
graphy also, to suffer the reunited parts to bo re-bound. 
The oldest building hero is two hundred years younger 
than the frail manuscript brought by Dr. Clarke from 
Egypt. No candle or fire is ever lighted in the Bod¬ 
leian. Its catalogue is tha standard catalogue on the 
desk of every library in Oxford. In each several 
college they imdorscoro in red ink on this catalogue 
the titles of books contained in the library of that 
college,—the theory being that the Bodleian has all 
books. This rich library spent during the last year 
(1847) for tlie purchase of books £10^68. 

The logical English train a scholar as they train 
an engineer. Oxford is a Greek factory, as Wilton 
mills weave carpet, and Sheflicld grinds steel They 
know the use of a tutor, as they know the use of a* 
horse; and they draw the greatest amount of benefit 
out of both. Tlio reading men are kept, by hard 
walking, hard riding, and measured eating and drink¬ 
ing, at the top of their condition, and two days before 
the examination do no work, but lounge, ride, or run, 
to bo fresh on the college doomsday. Seven years’ 
residence is the theoretic period for a master’s degree. 
In point of fact it has long been three years’ residence, 
and four years more of standing. This “ three years ” 
is about twenty-one months in all' 

“The whole expense,” says Professor Sewel, “xif 
ordinary college tuition at Oxford is about stoen 
guineas a year.” But this plausible statement Sy 
' Huber, ii. p. 804. 
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deceive a reader unacquainted with the fact that the 
principal teaching relied on is private tuitioa And 
the expenses of private tuition are reckoned at from 
£50 to £70 a year, or $1000 for the whole course of 
three years and a half. At Cambridge $750 a year 
is economical, and $1500 not extravagant.' 

The number of students and of residents, the 
dignity of the authorities, the value of the founda¬ 
tions, the history and the architecture, the known 
sympathy of entire Britain in what is done there, 
justify a dedication to study in the undergraduate, 
such as cannot easily bo in America, where his college 
is half suspected by the Freshman to be insignificant 
in the scale be.side trade and politics. Oxford is a 
little aristocracy in itself, numerous and dignified 
enough to rank with other estates in the realm ; and 
'where fame and secular promotion are to be had for 
study, and in a direction which has the unanimous 
respect of all cultivated nations. 

This aristocracy, of course, repairs its own losses; 
fills places, as they fall vacant, from the body of 
students. The number of fellowships at Oxford is 
540, averaging £200 a year, with lodging and diet at 
the college. If a young American, loving learning, 
and hindered by poverty, were offered a home, a table, 
the walks, and the library, in one of these academical 
palaces, and a thousand dollars a year as long as he 
chose to remain a bachelor, ho would dance for joy. 
Yet these young men thus happily placed, and paid 
to road, are impatient of their few checks, and many 
' Bristol. Five Years at an English University. 
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of them preparing to resign their fellowships. They 
shuddered at the prospect of dying a Follow, and 
they pointed out to ipe a paralytic old man, who was 
assisted into the hall. As the number of imdergradu- 
ates at Oxford is only about 1200 or 1300, and many 
of these ere never competitors, the chance of a fellow¬ 
ship is very great. The income of the nineteen 
colleges is conjectured at £150,000 a year. 

The effect of this drill is the radical knowledge of 
Greek and Latin, and of mathematics, and the solidity 
and taste of English criticism. Whatever luck there 
may be in tliis or that award, an Eton captain can 
write Latin longs and shorts, can turn the Court-Guide 
into hexametem, and it is certain that a Senior Classic 
can quote correctly from the Cmpis I’oetarum, and is 
critically learned in all the humanities. Greek eru¬ 
dition exists on the Isis and Cam, whether the Maud 
man or the Brazen Nose man bo properly ranked or 
not; the atmosphere is loaded with Greek learning; 
Ae whole river has reached a certain height, and kills 
all that growth of weeds, which this Castalian water 
kilk The English nature takes culture kindly. So 
Milton thought, It refines the Norseman. Access to 
the Greek mind lifts his standard of taste. He has 
enough to think of, and, unless of an impulsive nature, 
is indisposed from writing or speaking, by the fulness 
of his mind and the now severity of his taste. The 
great silent crowd of thoroughbred Grecians alwayk 
known to be around him, the English writer cannot 
ignore. They prune his orations, and point his pen. 
Hence the stylo and tone of English journalism. The 
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men have learned accuracy and comprehension, logic, 
and pace, or speed of working. They have bottom, 
endurance, 'wind. When bom with good constitutions, 
they make those eupeptic studying-mills, the cast-iron 
men, the dum Uia, whose powers of performance com¬ 
pare with ours, as the steam-hammer with the music- 
box ; —Cokes, Mansfields, Scldens, and Bentleys, and 
when it happens that a superior brain puts a rider on 
this admirable horse, we obtain those masters of the 
world who combine the highest energy in affairs with 
a supremo culture. 

It is contended by those who have been bred at 
Eton, Harrow, Kugby, and Westminster, that the 
public sentiment Wthin each of those schools is high- 
toned and manly; that, in their playgrounds, courage 
is universally admired, meanness despised, manly feel¬ 
ings and generous conduct are encouraged; that an 
unwritten code of honour deals to the spoiled child 
of rank, and to the child of upstart wealth, on even- 
handed justice, purges their nonsense out of both, and 
does all tliat can bo done to make them gentlemem 

Again, at the imiversities, it is urged that all goes 
to form what England values as the flower of its 
national life,—a well-educated gentleman. The Ger¬ 
man Huber, in describing to his countrymen the 
attributes of an English gentleman, frankly admits 
that “in Germany we have nothing of the kind. A 
gentleman must possess a political character, an in¬ 
dependent and public position, or, at least, the right 
of assuming it He must liave average opulence, either 
of his own or in his family. He should also have 
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bodily activity and strength, unattainable by our 
sedentary life in public offices. The race of English 
gentlemen presents jn appearance of manly vigour 
and form, not olsowhero to be found among an equal 
number of persons. No other nation produces the 
stock. And, in England, it has deteriorated. The 
university is a decided presumption, in any man’s 
favour. And so eminent are the members that a glance 
at the calendara will show that in all the world one 
capnot bo in better company than on the books of 
one of tho larger Oxford or Cambridge collegea”* 

These seminaries are foiishing schools for the upper 
classes, and not for tho poor. Tho useful is exploded. 
The definition of a public school is'‘a school which 
e.xcludes all that could fit a man for standing behind 
a counter.”’* 

No doubt the foundations have been perverted. 
Oxford, which equals in wealth several of the smaller 
European States, shuts up tho lectureships which 
fVero made “public for all men thereunto to have con¬ 
course;” misspends the revenues bestowed for such 
youths “as should be most meet for towardness, 
poverty, and painfulnessthere is gross favouritism; 
many chairs and many fellowships are made beds of 
ease; and ’tis likely that the university will know how 
to resist and make inoperative the terrors of parlia¬ 
mentary inquiry; no doubt their learning is grown 

’ Huber: Histoiy of the English Universities. Newman’s 
Translation. 

“ See Bristed. live Yeare in an English University. New 
York, 18.i2. 
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obsolete;—but Oxford also has its merits, and I found 
here also proof of the national fidelity and thorough¬ 
ness. Such knowledge as they prize they possess and 
impart Whether in cour.se or by indirection, whether 
by a cramming tutor or by examiners with prizes and 
foundation scholarships, education according to the 
English notion of it is .arrived at I looked over the 
Examination Papers of the year 1848, for the various 
scholarships and fellowships, the Lusby, the Hertford, 
the De.an-Ire]and, and the University (copies of which 
were kindly given mo by a Greek professor), contain¬ 
ing the tasks which many competitors had victoriously 
performed, and I believed they would prove too 
severe tests for the candidates for a Bachelor’s degree 
in Yale or Han'ard. And, in general, hero was 
proof of a more searching study in the appointed 
directions, and the knowledge pretended to be con¬ 
veyed was conveyed. Oxfonl sends out yearly twenty 
or thirty very able men, and three or four hundred 
well-educated men. 

Tlio diet and rough exercise secure a certain 
amount of old Norse jwwer. A fop will fight, and, 
in exigent circumstances, will play the manly part. 
In seeing these youths, I believed I saw already an 
advantage in vigour and colour and general habit, 
over their contemporaries in the American colleges. 
No doubt much of the power and brilliancy of the 
teading-men is merely constitutional or hygienic. 
With a hardier habit and resolute gymnastics, with 
five miles more walking, or five ounces less eating, or 
with a saddle and gallop of twenty miles a day, with 
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skating and roiving-matches, the American would 
arrive at as robust exegesis, and cheery a]]d hilarious 
tone. I should risidily concede these advantages, 
which it would bo easy to acquire, if I did not find 
also that they read better than we, and write better. 

English wealth falling on their school and nniver- 
,sity training makes a systematic reading of the 
best authors, and to the end of a knowledge how 
the things whereof they treat really stand; whilst 
pamphleteer or journalist reading for an argument 
for a party, or reading to uritc, or, at aU events, for 
some by-end imposed on them, must read meanly 
and fragmentarily. Charles I. said that ho. under¬ 
stood English law as well as a gentleman ought to 
understand it. 

Then they have access to books; the rich libraries 
collected at every one of many thousands of housiIB 
give an advantage not to bo attained by a youth in 
this coimtry, when one thinks how much more and 
better may be learned by a scholar, who, immediately 
on hearing of a book, can consult it, than by one 
who is on the quest, for years, and reads inferior 
books, because he cannot find the best. 

Again, the great number of cultivated men keep 
each other up to a high standai'd. Tlio habit of 
meeting well-read and knowing men teaches the art 
of omission and selection. 

Universities are, of course,' hostile to geniuses, 
which, seeing and using ways of their own, discredit 
the routine; as churches and monasteries persecute 
youthfid saints. Yet we all send our sons to college. 
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and, though he be a genius, he must take his chance. 
The univei|ity must he retrospective The gale (hat 
gives direction to tlie vanes on all its towers blows 
out of antiquity, Oxford is a library, and the 
professors must bo librarians. And I should as soon 
think of quan'clling with the janitor for not magnify¬ 
ing his office by hostile sallies into the street, like the 
Governor of Kertch or Kinbum, as of quarrelling 
with the professors for not admiring the young 
neologists who pluck the boards of Euclid and 
Aristotle, or for not attempting themselves to fill 
their vacant shelves as original writers. 

It is easy to carp at colleges, and the college, if we 
will wait for it, will have its own turn. Genius 
exists there also, but will not answer a call of a 
committee of the House of Commons. It is rare, 
precarious, eccentric, and darkling. England is the 
land of mixture and surprise, and when you have 
settled it that the universities are moribund, out 
comes a poetic influence from the heart of Oxford, to 
mould the opinions of cities, to build their houses as 
simply as birds their nests, to give veracity to art, 
and charm mankind, as an appeal to moral order 
always must. But besides this restorative genius, 
the best poetry of England of this age, in the old 
forms, comes from two graduates of Cambridge. 
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CHAPTER XIII. ■ 

RELIGION. 

No people, at the present day, can be explained by 
their national religion. They do not feel responsible 
for it; it lies far outside of them. Their loyalty to 
truth, and their labour and expenditure, rest on real 
foundations, and not on a national church. And 
English life, it is evident, does not grow out of tlie 
Athanasian creed, or the Articles, or the Eucharist. 
It is with religion as with marriage. A youth marries 
in haste; afterwards, when his mind is opened to the 
reason of the conduct of life, ho is asked what he 
thinks of the institution of marriage, and of the right 
relations of the sexes. “I should have much to say,” 
he might reply, “ if the question were open, but I have 
a wife and children, and all question is closed forme.” 
In the barbarous days of a nation, some caUvs is 
formed or imported; altars are built, tithes are paid, 
priests ordained. The education and expenditure of 
the country take that direction, and when wealth) 
refinement, great men, and ties to the world, super¬ 
vene, its prudent men say, why fight against Fate, or 
lift those absurdities which are now mountainous 1 
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Better find some niche or crevice in this mountain oi 
stone -vviiich religious ages have quarried and carved, 
wherein to bestow yourself, attempt anything 
ridiculously and dangerously above youi' strength, 
like removing it. 

In seeing old castles and cathedrals, I sometimes 
say, as to-day, in front of Dundee Church tower, 
winch is eight hundred years old, “This was built by 
another and a better race than any that now look on 
it.” And, plainly, there has been great power of 
sentiment at work in this island, of which these build¬ 
ings are the proofs: as volcanic basalts show the work 
of firo which has boon extinguished for ages. England 
felt the full heat of the Christianity which fermented 
Europe, and drew, like the chemistry of firo, a fimr 
lino between barbarism and culture. The power of 
the religions sentiment put an end to human sacrifices, 
checked appetite, inspired the ciusades, inspired resist¬ 
ance to tyrants, inspired self-respect, set bounds to 
serfdom and slavery, founded liberty, created the re¬ 
ligious architecture,—York, Newstoad, Westminster, 
Fountains Abbey, Eipon, Beverley, and Dundee,— 
works to which the key is lost, with the sentiment 
which created them; inspired the English Bible, the 
liturgy, the monkish histories, the chronicle of Richard 
of Devises. The priest translated the Vulgate, and 
translated the sanctities of old hagiology into English 
Virtues on English ground. It was a certain affirmative 
or aggressive state of the Caucasian races. Man awoke 
refreshed by the sleep of agea The violence of the 
northern savages exasperated Christianity into power. 
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It lived by the love of the people. Bishop Wilfrid 
manumitted two hundred and fifty serfs,, whom he 
found attached to the soil. The clergy obtained re¬ 
spite from labour for tho boor on the Sabbath, and on 
church festivals. “ The lord who compoUod his boor 
to labour between sunset on Saturday and sunset on 
Sunday, forfeited him altogether.” The priest came 
out of tho people, and sympathised with his class. 
The chui'ch was the mediator, check, and democratic 
principle, in Europe. Latimer, Wicliffo, Arundel, 
Cobham, Antony Parsons, Sir Harry Vane, George 
Fox, Penn, Bunyan, are the democrats, as well as the 
saints of their timea The Catholic church, thrown 
on this toiling, serious people, has made in fourteen 
centuries a massive system, close fitted to the manners 
and genius of the country, at once domestical and 
stately. In tho long time, it has blended with every^ 
thing in heaven above and the earth beneath. It 
moves through a zodiac of feasts and fasts, names 
cAcry day of the year, every town and market, and 
headland and monument, and has coupled itself with 
the almanac, that no court can be held, no field 
ploughed, no horse shod, without some leave from the 
church. All maxims of prudence or shop or faiui are 
fixed and dated by tho church. Hence its strength 
in tho agricultural districts. Tho distribution of land 
into parishes enforces a church sanction to every civil 
privilege; and the gradation of the clergy,—prelates 
for the rich, and curates for the poor,—with the fact 
that a classical education has been seciued to the 
clergyman, makes them “ tho link which unites the 
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sequestered peasantry with the intellectual advance¬ 
ment of the age.”' 

The English church has many certificates to show, 
of humble efibetive service in humanising the people, 
in cheering and refining men, feeding, healing, and 
educating. It has the seal of martyrs and confessors; 
the noblest books; a sublime architecture; a ritual 
marked by the. same secular merits, nothiiig cheap or 
purchasable. 

From this slow-grown church important reactions 
proceed; much for culture, much for giving a direc¬ 
tion to the nation’s affection and will to-day. The 
carved and pictured chapel,—^its enthe surface ani¬ 
mated with image and emblem,—made the parish- 
church a sort of book and Bible to the people’s eye. 

Then, when the Saxon instinct had secured a 
service in the vernacular tongue, it was the tutor and 
university of the people. In York Minster, on the 
day of the enthronisation of the now archbishop, I 
heard the service of evening prayer read and chanted 
in the choir. It was strange to hear the pretty pas¬ 
toral of the betrothal of Eebecca and^aac, in the 
morning of the world, road with circumstantiality in 
York Minster, on the 13th January 1848, to the 
decorous English audience, just fresh from the Times 
newspaper and their wine, and listening with all tlic 
devotion of national pride. That was binding old 
and new to some purpose. The reverence for the 
Scriptures is an element of civilisation, for thus has 
the history of the world been preserved, and is pre- 
• Wordsworth. 
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served. Here in England every day a chapter of 
Genesis and a leader in the Times. 

Another part of JJie same service on this occasion 
was not insignifloant. Handel’s coronation anthem, 
Ood save the King, was played by Dr. Camidge on the 
organ, with sublime effect The minster and the 
music were made for each other. It was a hint of 
the part the church plays as a political engine. From 
his infancy, every Englisliman is accustomed to hear 
daily prayers for the Queen, for the royal family and 
the Parliament, by name; and this life-long consecra^ 
tion of these personages cannot bo without influence 
on his opinions. 

The universities, also, are parcel’of the ecclesias¬ 
tical system, and their first design is to form the 
clergy. Thus the clergy for a thousand years have 
been the scholars of the nation. 

The national temperament deeply enjoys the un¬ 
broken order and tradition of iis church; the liturgy, 
ceremony, architecture; the sober grace, the good 
company, the connection with the tlirone, and with 
history, which adorn it And whilst it endears itself 
thus to men of more taste than activity, the stability 
of the English nation is passionately enlisted to its 
support, from its inextricable connection with the cause 
of public order, with politics and with the funds. 

Good churches are not built by bad men; at lehatj 
there must be probity and enthusiasm somewhere in 
the society. These minsters were neither built nor 
filled by atheista No church has had more learned, 

VOL. rv. N 
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industrious, or devoted men; plenty of “clerks and 
bishops, w^o, out of their gowns, would turn their 
hacks on no man.”* Their architecture still glows 
with faith in immortality. Heats and genial periods 
arrive in history, or, shall we say, plenitudes of 
Divine Presence, by which high tides are caused in 
the human spirit, and great virtues and talents appear, 
as in the eleventh, twelfth, thirteenth, and again in the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, when the nation 
was full of genius and piety. 

But the age of the Wicliffes, Cobhams, Arundels, 
Beckets; of the Latimers, Mores, Cranmers; of the 
Taylors, Leightons, Herberts; of the Sherlocks, and 
Butlers, is gone.' Silent revolutions in opinion have 
made it impossible that men like these should return, 
or find a place in tlieir once sacred stalls. The spirit 
that dwelt in this church has glided away to animate 
other activities; and they who come to the old shrines 
find apes and players rustling the old garments. 

The religion of England is part of good breeding. 
When you see on the Continent the well-dressed 
Englishman come into his ambassador’s chapel, and 
put his face for silent prayer into his smooth-brushed 
hat, one cannot help feeling how much national pride 
prays with him, and the religion of a gentleman. So 
far is he from attaching any meaning to the words, 
that he believes himself to have done almost the 
generous thing, and that it is very condescending in 
him to pray to God. A great duke said, on the 
occasion of a victory, in the House of Lords, that he 
* Fuller. 
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thought the Almighty God had not been well used by 
them, and that it would become their magnanimity, 
after so great successes, to take order that a proper 
acknowledgment be made. It is the church of the 
gentry; but it is not the church of the poor. The 
operatives do not own it, and gentlemen, lately testi¬ 
fied in the House of Commons that in. their lives they 
never saw a poor man in a ragged coat inside a church. 

The torpidity on the side of religion of the vigor¬ 
ous English understanding shows how much wit and 
folly can agree in one brain. Their religion is a 
quotation; their church is a doll ; and any examina¬ 
tion is interdicted with screams of terror. In good 
company, you expect them to laugh’at the fanaticism 
of the vulgar; but they do not: they are the vulgar. 

The English, in common perhaps with Christendom 
in the nineteenth century, do not respect power, but 
only performance; value ideas only for an economic 
result. Wellington esteenls a saint only as far as he 
ean be an army chaplain:—“Mr. Briscoll, by his 
ailmirable conduct and good sense, got the better of 
Methodism which had appeared among the soldiers, 
and once among the ofiicera” They value a pliilo- 
sopher as they value an apothecary who brings bark 
or a drench; and inspiration is only some blowpipe, 
or a finer mechanical aid. 

I suspect that there is in an Englishman’s brain a 
valve that can bo closed at pleasure, as an enghjehr 
shuts ofif steam. The most sensible and well-informed 
men possess the power of thinking just so far as the 
bishop in religious matters, and as the chancellor of 
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the exchequer in politics. They talk with courage 
and logic, and show you magnificent results, but the 
same men who have brought freq trade or geology to 
their present standing, look grave and lofty, and 
shut down their valve, as soon as the conversation 
approaches the English church. After that, you talk 
with a box-turtle. 

The action of the university, both in what is 
taught, and in the spirit of the place, is directed 
more on producing an English gentleman than a 
saint or a psychologist. It ripens a bishop and 
extrudes a philosopher. I do not know that there 
is more cabalism in the Anglican than in other 
churches, but the ‘Anglican clergy are identified with 
the aristocracy. They say, here, that, if you talk 
with a clergyman, you are sure to find him wcll- 
lired, informed, and candid. Ho entertains your 
thought or your project, with S 3 Tnpathy and praise. 
But if a second clergyman come in, the sympathy 
is at an end: two together are inaccessible to your 
thought, and, whenever it comes to action, the 
clergyman invariably sides with liis church. 

The Anglican church is marked by the grace and 
good sense of its forms, by the manly grace of its 
clergy. The gospel it preaches is, “By taste are ye 
saved.” It keeps the old structures in repair, spends 
a world of money in music and building; and in 
buying Pugin, and architectural litcratime. It has a 
general good name for amenity .and mildness. It is 
not in ordinary a persecuting church; it is not 
inquisitorial, not even inquisitive, is perfectly well- 
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bred, and can shut its eyes on all proper occasions. 
If you let it alone, it will lot you alone. But its 
instinct is hostile to.all change in politics, literature, 
or social arts. The church has not been the founder 
of the London University, of tlie Mechanics’ Institutes, 
of the Free School, or whatever aims at diffusion of 
knowledge. The Flatonists of Oxford are as bitter 
against this heresy as Thomas Taylor. 

The doctrine of the Old Testament is the religion 
of England. The first leaf of the Now Testament it 
does not open. It believes in a Providence which does 
not treat with levity a pound sterling. They are 
neither transcendentahsts nor Christians. They put 
up no Socratic prayer, much less any saintly prayer 
for the queen’s mind; ask neither for light nor right, 
but say bluntly, “grant her in health and wealth 
long to Kve.” And ono traces this Jewish prayer in 
all English private lustory, from the prayers of King 
Eichard, in Eichard of Devizes’ Chronicle, to those 
ill the diaries of Sir Samuel Eomilly, and of Haydon 
the painter. “Abroad with my wife,” writes Pepys 
piously, “the first time that ever I rode in my own 
coach; which do make my heart rejoice and praise 
God, and pray him to bless it to mo, and continue 
it.” The bill for the naturalisation of the Jews (in 
1753) was resisted by petitions from all parts of the 
kingdom, and by petition from the City of London, 
reprobating this bill, as “tending extremely to the 
dishonour of the Christian religion, and extremely in¬ 
jurious to the interests and commerce of the kingdom 
in general, and of the City of London in particular.” 
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But they have not been able to congeal humanity 
by act of Parliament “The heavens journey still 
and sojourn not,” and arts, wcrs, discoveries, and 
opinion, go onward at their own pace. The new 
age has new desires, new enemies, new trades, new 
charities, and reads the Scriptures with new eyes. 
The chatter of French politics, the steam-whistle, 
the hum of the mill, and the noise of embarking 
emigrants, had quite put most of the old legends out 
of mind; so that when yon came to read the liturgy 
to a modem congregation, it was almost absurd in 
its unfitness, and suggested a masquerade of old 
costumes. 

No chemist has prospered in the attempt to 
crystallise a religion. It is endogenous, like the 
skin, and other vital organs. A new statement 
every day. The prophet and apostle knew this, and 
the nonconformist confutes the conformists, by quoting 
the texts they must allow. It is the condition of a 
religion to require rebgion for its expositor. Prophdt 
and apostle can only bo rightly understood by prophet 
and apostle. The statesman knows that the religious 
element will not fail, any more than the supply of 
fibrine and chyle; but it is in its nature constructive, 
and will organise such a church as it wants. The 
wise legislator will spend on temples, schools, libraries, 
poUegos, but win shun the enriching of priests. If, 
in'any manner, he can leave the election and paying 
of the priest to the people, he Will do well. Like the 
Quakers, he may resist the separation of a class of 
priests, and create opportunity and expectation in the 
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society, to run to meet natural endowment, in this 
kind. But, when wealth accrues to a,chaplaincy, 
a bishopric, or rectorship, it requires moneyed men 
for its stewards, who will give it another direction 
than to the mystics of their day. Of course, money 
will do after its kind, and will steadily work to 
unspiritualise and unchurch the people to whom it 
was bequeathed. The class certain to be excluded 
from all preferment are the religious,—and driven to 
other churches;—^which is natui'e’s vis medicatriic. 

The curates are ill paid, and the prelates are over¬ 
paid. This abuse draws into the church the cliildren 
of the nobility, and other unfit persons, who have a 
taste for expense. Thus a bishop is only a surpliced 
merchant. Through his lawn I can see the bright 
buttons of tho shopman’s coat glitter. A wealth like 
that of Durham makes almost a premium on feloiiy. 
Brougham, in a speech in the House of Commons on 
the Irish elective franchise, said, “How will the 
’reverend bishops of the other house be able to express 
their due abhorrence of the crime of perjury, who 
solemnly declare in the presence of God, that when 
they are called upon to accept a living, perhaps of 
itOOO a year, at that very instant they are moved by 
the Holy Ghost to accept the office and administra¬ 
tion thereof, and for no other reason whatever?” 
The modes of initiation are more damaging than 
custom-house oaths. The Bishop is elected by* the 
Dean and Prebends of the cathedral. Tho Queen 
sends these gentlemen a d’^lire, or leave to elect, 
but also sends them the name of the person whom. 
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they are to elect. They go into the cathedral, chant 
and pray, ^d hSseoch the Holy Ghost to assist them 
in theii' choice; and, after thege invocations, invari- 
ahly find that the dictates of the Holy Ghost agree 
with the recommendations of the Quoea 

But you must pay for conformity. All goes well 
as long as you run with conformists. But you, who 
are honest men in other particulars, know that there 
■ is alive somewhere a man whose honesty reaches to 
this point also, that ho shall not kneel to false gods, 
and, on the day when you meet him, you sink into 
the class of counterfeits. Besides, this succumbing 
has grave penalties. If you take in a he,-you must 
take in all that belongs to it England accepts this 
ornamented national church, and it glazes the eyes, 
bloats the flesh, gives tlie voice a stertorous clang, and 
olouds the understanding of the receivers. 

The English church, undermined by Gorman 
criticism, had notliing left hut tradition, and was led 
logically hack to Eomanism. But that was an elemerfc 
which only hot heads could breathe; in view of the 
educated class, generally, it was not a fact to front 
the sun; and the alienation of such men from the 
church became complete. 

Nature, to be siue, had her remedy. Eeligious 
persons are driven out of the Established Church into 
sects, which instantly rise to credit, and hold the 
Establishment in check. Nature has sharper remedies 
also. The English, abhorring' change in all things, 
abhorring it most in matters of religion, cling to the 
last rag of foim, and are dreadfully given to cant 



' EELIGION. 


185 


XIII. 1 

The English (and I wish it were confined to them, 
but ’tis a taint in the Anglo-Saxon hlootl in both 
hemispheres), the English and the Americans cant 
beyond all other nations. The French relinquish all 
that industry to them. What is so odious as the 
polite bows to God, in our books and newspapei-s? 
The popular press is fla.gitious in the-exact measure 
of its sanctimony, and the religion of the day is a 
theatrical Sinai, where the thunders are supph'ed by 
the property-man. The fanaticism and hypocrisy 
create satire. Punch finds an inexhaustible material 
Dickens writes novels on Exetor-IIall humanity. 
Thackeray exposes the heartless high life. Nature 
revenges herself more summarily by the heathenism 
of the lower classes. Lord Shaftesbuiy calls the poor 
thieves together, and reads sermons to them, and they 
call it “gas,”. George Borrow summons the Gypsie? 
to hear his discourse on the Hebrews in Egypt, and 
roads to them the Apostles’ Creed in Eommany. 
“•When I had concluded,” he says, “ I looked around 
me. The features of the assembly were twisted, and 
the eyes of all turned upon me with a frightful 
squint: not an individual present but squinted; the 
genteel Pepa, the good-humoured Chicharona, the 
Cosdami, all squinted; the Gypsy jockey squinted 
worst of all.” 

The church at this moment is much to be pitied. 
She has nothing left but possession. If a bishep 
meets an intelligent gentleman, and reads fatal inter¬ 
rogations in his eyes, he has no resource but to take 
wine with him. False position introduces cant, 
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perjury, simony, and ever a lower class of mind and 
character, into the clergy; and, when the hierarchy is 
afraid of science and education, afraid of piety, afraid 
of tradition, and afraid of theology, there is nothing 
left but to quit a church which is no longer one. 

But the religion of England,—is it the Established 
Church? no; is it the sects? no; they are only per¬ 
petuations of some private man’s dissent, and are to 
the Established Church as cabs are to a coach, cheaper 
and more convenient, but really the same thmg, 
Where dwells the religion? Tell me first where 
dwells electricity, or motion, or thought, or gesture. 
They do not dwell or stay at all. Electricity cannot 
be made fast, mortared up and ended, like London 
Monument, or the Tower, so that you shall know 
where to find it, and keep it fixed, as the English do 
'with their things, for evermore; it is passing,*glancing, 
gesticular; it is a traveller, a newness, a surprise, a 
secret, which perplexes them and puts them out 
Yet, if religion bo the doing of all good, and for its 
sake the suffering of all evil, soa/nr de tod le rmde el 
mfaire mffrir permne, that divine secret has existed 
in England from the days of Alfred to those of 
Romilly, of Clarkson, and of Florence Nightingale, 
and in thousands who have no fame. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

LITERATTJEE, 

A STEONO common senec, which it is not easy to 
unseat or disturb, marks the English mind for a 
thousand years: a rude strength newly applied to 
thought, as of sailors and soldiers who had lately 
learned to read. They have no fancy, and never ai'c 
surprised into a covert or witty word, such as pleased 
the Ath&ians and Italians, and was convertible into S 
fable not long after; hut they delight in strong earthy 
expression, not mistakable, coarsely tmo to the human 
bhdy, and, though spoken among princes, equally fit 
and welcome to the mob. This homeliness, veracity, 
and plain style, appear in the earliest extant works, 
and in the latest It imports into songs and ballads 
the smell of the earth, the breath of cattle, and, like 
a Dutch painter, seeks a household charm, though by 
pails and pans. They ask their constitutional utility 
in verse. The kail and herrings are never out of 
sight The poet nimbly recovers himself from every 
sally of the imagination. The English muse loves the 
farm-yard, the lane, and market She says, with De 
Stael, “ I tramp in the mire with wooden shoes, when- 
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over they 'vrould force me into the clouds." For the 
Englishmjui has accurate perceptions; takes hold of 
things by the right end, and tluire is no slipperiness in 
his grasp. He loves tho axe, the spade, the oar, the 
gun, the steam-pipe; he has built the engine he uses. 
He is materialist, economical, mercantile. He must 
he treated with sincerity, and reality, with muflins, 
and not the promise of muffins; and prefers his hot 
chop, with perfect security and convenienco in the 
eating of it, to tho chances of the amplest and 
Frenchiest bill of faro engraved on embossed paper. 
When he is intellectual, and a poet or a pliilosopher, 
he carries tho same hard tnith and tho same keen 
macliinery into tho mental sphere. His mind must 
stand on a fact. He will not he baffled, or catch at 
clouds, but the mind must have a symbol palpable 
and resisting. What he relishes in Dante is the vice- 
like tenacity with which ho holds a mental image 
before the eyes, as if it were a scutcheon painted on 
a shield. Byron “ liked something craggy to break 
his mind upon.” A taste for plain strong speech, 
what is called a biblical style, marks the English. 
It is in Alfred, and tho Saxon Chronicle, and in the 
Sagas of the Northmen Latimer was homely. 
Hobbes was perfect in tho “noble vulgar speech.” 
Donne, Bunyan, Milton, Taylor, Eveljm, Pepys, 
Hooker, Cotton, and the translators, wrote it How 
realistic or materialistic in tceatment of his sub¬ 
ject is Swift He describes his fictitious persons 
as if for the police. Defoe has no insecurity or 
choicn Hudihras has the same hard mentalityi-.r 
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keeping the truth at once to the senses and to the 
intellect , 

It is not less seen in,pootry. Chaucer’s hard paint¬ 
ing of his Canterbury pilgrims satisfies the scnsea 
Shakspcare, Spenser, and Milton, in their loftiest 
ascents, have this national grip and exactitude of mind. 
This mental materialism makes the value of English 
transcendental genius; in these writers, and in Her¬ 
bert, Henry More, Donne, and Sir Thomas Browne. 
The Saxon materialism and narrowness, exalted into 
the sphere of intellect, makes the very genius of 
Shakspeare and Milton. When it reaches the pure 
element, it treads the clouds as securely as the ada¬ 
mant Even in its elevations materialistic, its poetry 
is common sense inspmed; or iron raised to white 
heat 

The marriage of the two qualities is in their speech. • 
It is a tacit rule of the language to make the frame 
or skeleton of Saxon words, and, when elevation or 
ornament is sought, to interweave Roman; hut spar¬ 
ingly; nor is a sentence made of Roman words alone, 
without loss of strength. The cliildren and labourers 
use the Saxon unmixed. The Latin unmixed is 
abandoned to the colleges and Parliament Mixture 
is a secret of the English island; and, in their dialect, 
the male principle is the Saxon; the female, the Latin; 
and they are combined in every discourse. A good 
writer, if he has indulged in a Roman roundneM; 
makes haste to chasten and nerve his period by English 
monosyUablea 

When the Gothic nations came into Europe, they 
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found it lighted with the sun and moon of Hebrew 
and of Greek genius. The tablets of their brain, long 
kept in the dark, were finely sensible to the double 
glory. To the images from this twin source (of 
Christianity and art), the mind became fruitful as by 
the incubation of the Holy Ghost. The English mind 
flowered in every faculty. The common sense was 
surprised and inspired. For two centuries, England 
was philosophic, religious, poetic. The mental furni¬ 
ture seemed of larger scale; the memory capacious 
like the storehouse of the rains; the ardour and en¬ 
durance of study; the boldness and facility of their 
mental construction; their fancy, and imagination, 
and easy spanning of vast distances of thought; the 
enterprise or accosting of new subjects; and, generally, 
the easy exertion of power, astonish, like the logend- 
•ary feats of Guy of Warwick. The union of Saxon pre¬ 
cision and oriental soaring, of which Shakspeare is the 
perfect example, is shared in less degree by the writers 
of two centuries. I find not only the great masters out 
of aU rivalry and roach, but the whole writing of the 
time charged with a masculine force and freedom. 

There is a hygienic simpleness, rough vigour, and 
closeness to the matter in hand, even in the second 
and third class of writers; and, I think, in the conmion 
style of the people, as one finds it in the citation of 
wills, letters, and public documents, in proverbs, and 
forins of speech. The more hearty and sturdy ex¬ 
pression may indicate that the savageness of the 
Norseman was not all gone. Their dynamic brains 
hurled off their words, as the revolving stone hurls 
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off scraps of grit I could cite from the seventeenth 
century sentences and phrases of edge not to be 
matched in the ninetonth. T^ilr’poets by simple 
force of mind equalised themselves with the accumu¬ 
lated science of ours. The country gentlemen had a 
posset or drink they called October; and the poets, 
as if by this hint, knew how_to distil the whole season 
into their autumnal veises: and as nature, to pique 
the more, sometimes works up deformities into beauty, 
in some rare Aspasia or Cleopatra; and as tho Greek 
art wrought many a vase or column, in which too long, 
or too lithe, or nodes, or pits and flaws, are made a 
beauty of; so these were so quick and vital, that they 
could charm and enrich by mean and vulgar objects. 

A man must think that age well taught and 
thoughtful, by which masques and poems, like those 
of Ben Jonson, full of heroic sentiment in a manly, 
style, were received with favour. The unique fact in 
literary history, the unsurprised reception of Shak- 
speare;—the reception proved by his making his 
fortune ; and the apathy proved by the absence of all 
contemporary panegyric,—seems to demonstrate an 
elevation in the mind of the people. Judge of the 
splendour of a nation by the insignificance of great 
individuals in it. The manner in which they learned 
Greek and Latin, before our modem facilities were 
yet ready, without dictionaries, grammars, or indexes, 
by lectures of a professor, followed by their own seai^h: 
ings,—required a more robust memory, and co-opera¬ 
tion of all the faculties; and their scholars—Camden, 
Usher, Selden, Mede, Gataker, Hooker, Taylor, Bur- 
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ton, Bentley, Brian Walton—acquired the solidity and 
method of engineers. 

The influence of Plato tinges the British genius. 
Their minds loved analogy; were cognisant of re¬ 
semblances, and climbers on the staircase of unity. 
Tis a very old strife between those who elect to see 
identity, and those who elect to see discrepancies; 
and it renews itself in Britain. The poets, of course, 
are of one part; the men of the world of the other. 
But Britain had many disciples of Plato;—More, 
Hooker, Bacon, Sidney, Lord Brooke, Herbert, Browne, 
Donne, Spenser, Chapman, Milton, Crashaw, Norris, 
Cudworth, Berkeley, Jeremy Taylor. 

Lord Bacon has the English duality. His centuries 
of observations on useful science, and his experiments, 
I suppose, were worth nothing. One hint of Franklin, 
or Watt, or Dalton, or Davy, or any one who had a 
talent for experiment, was worth all his lifetime of 
exquisite trifles. But he drinks of a diviner stream, 
and marks the influx of idealism into England. 
Where that goes, is poetry, health, and progress. 
The niles of its genesis or its diffusion are not known. 
That knowledge, if we had it, would supersede all 
that we call science of the mind. It seems an affair 
of race, or of meta-chemistry;—the vital point being, 
—how far the sense of unity, or instinct of seeking 
resemblances, predominated. For, wherever the mind 
talpss a step, it is to put itsplf at one with a larger 
class, discerned beyond the lesser class with which it 
has been conversant Hpnee all poetry and all 
affirmative action come. 
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Bacon, in the structure of his mind, Iicld of the 
analogists, of the idealists, or (as wo popidarly say, 
naming from the best example) Platonista Whoever 
discredits analogy, and requires heaps of facts, before 
any theories can bo attempted, has no poetic power, 
and nothing original or beautiful will bo produced by 
him. Locke is as surely tire influx of decomposition 
and of prose, as Bacon and the Platonists of growtli. 
The platonic is tho poetic tendency; the so-called 
scientific is the negative and poisonous. ’Tis quite 
certain that Spenser, Burns, Byron, and Wordsworth 
ivill bo Platonists; and that tho dull men will be 
Lockists. Then politics and commerce will absorb 
from the educated class men of talents without 
geniu^, precisely because such have no resistance. 

Bacon, capable of ideas, yet devoted to ends, re¬ 
quired, in liis map of tho mind, first of all, universality,’ 
or jnma phUosophia, the receptacle for all such proflb 
able observations and axioms as fall not within the 
compass of any of tho special parts of philosophy, 
but are more common, and of a higher stage. He 
held this element essential: it is never out of mind: 
ho never spares rebukes for such as neglect it; be¬ 
lieving that no perfect discovery can be made in a flat 
or level, but you must ascend to a higher science. 
“ If any man thinketh philosophy and universality to 
be idle studios, he doth not consider that all profgs.* 
sions are from thence served and supplied, and this 
I take to be a great causp that has hindered the' 
progression of learning, because these fundamental 
knowledges have been studied but in passage.” He 
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explained himself by giving various quaint examples 
of the summary or common laws, of which each science 
has its own illustration. He complains that “ he finds 
this part of learning very deficient, the profqunder 
sort of wits drawing a bucket now and then for their 
own use, but tlie spring-head unvisited. Tliis was the 
dry ligid which did scorch and offend most men’s watery 
natures.” PUto had signified the same sense, when 
ho said, “ All the great arts require a subtle and specu¬ 
lative research into the Law of nature, since loftiness 
of thought and perfect mastery over every subject 
seem to bo derived from some such source as this. 
This Pericles had, in addition to a great natural 
genius. For, meeting with Anaxagoriis, who was a 
person of this kind, ho attached himself to him, and 
nourished himself with sublime speculations on the 
absolute intelligence; and imported thence into the 
oratorical art whatever could be useful to it.” 

A few generalisations always circulate in the world, 
whoso authors wo do not rightly know, which astonisB, 
and appear to be avenues to vast kingdoms of thought, 
and these are in the world constanis, lilie the Copemi- 
can and Newtonian theories in physics. In England, 
these may be traced usually to Shakspearo, Bacon, 
Milton, or Hooker, oven to Van Helmont and Behmen, 
and do all have a kind of filial retrospect to Plato and 
the Greeks. Of this kind is Lord Bacon’s sentence, 
that “nature is commanded’ by obeying her;” his 
doctrine of poetry, which “accommodates the shows 
of things to the desires of the mind,” or the Zoroaa- 
tr'an definition of noetry, mystical, yet exact; “apparent 
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pictures of uiiapparent imtures;” Spenser’s creed, 
that “soul is form, and doth tho body mjho;” the 
tlieory of Berkeley, that wo have no certain assurance 
of the existence of matter; Doctor Samuel Clarke’s 
argument for theism from the nature of space and 
time; Harrington’s political rule, that power must 
rest on land,—a rule which requires to bo liberally 
interpreted; the theory of Swedenborg, so cosmically 
applied by him, that the man makes his heaven and 
hell; Hegel’s study of civil history, as tho conflict of 
ideas and tho victory of tho deeper thought; the 
identity-philosophy of Schelling, couched in the state¬ 
ment that “ all difference is quantitative.” So tho very 
announcement of the theory of gravitation, of Kepler’s 
three harmonic laws, and even of Dalton’s doctrine 
of definite proportions, finds a sudden response in the 
mind, winch remains a superior evidence to empirical’ 
demonstrations. I cite these generalisations, some of 
which are more recent, merely to indicate a class. 
Nbt these particulars, but tho mental plane or the 
atmosphere from which they emanate, was the home 
and element of tho writers and readers in what we 
loosely call the Elizabethan age (say, in literary 
history, the period from 1676 to 1625), yet a period 
almost short enough to justify Ben Jenson’s remark 
on Lord Bacon: “about his time, and within his 
view, were bom all the wits that could honour a nation 
or help study.” 

Such richness of genius had not existed more than 
once before. These heights could not be maintained. 
As we find stumps of vast trees in our exhausted soils. 
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and have received traditions of their ancient fertility 
to tillage,, so history reckons eix)cbs in wliich the 
intellect of famed races bccamg effete. So it fared 
with English genius. These heights were followed 
by a meanness, and a descent of the mind into lower 
levels; the loss of wings; no high speculation. Locke, 
to whom the meaning of ideas was unknown, became 
the type of philosophy, and his “ Understanding ” the 
measure, in aU nations, of the English intellect. His 
countrymen forsook the lofty sides of Tamassus, on 
which they harl once walked with echoing steps, and 
disused the studies once so beloved; the powers of 
thought fell into neglect The later English want 
the faculty of Plato and Aristotle, of grouping men 
in natural classes by an insight of general laws, so 
deep, that the rule is deduced with equal precision 
from few subjects or from one, as from multitudes of 
lives. Shakspoare is supreme in that, as in all the 
great mental energies. The Gormans genorahse; tlie 
English cannot interpret the German mind. German 
science comprehends the English. The absence of the 
faculty in England is shown by the timidity which 
accumulates mountains of facts, as a bad general wants 
myriads of men and miles of redoubts, to compensate 
the inspirations of courage and conduct. 

The English shrink from a generalisation. “They 
do not look abroad into imiversality, or they draw 
only a bucketful at the fountain of the First Philo¬ 
sophy for their occasion, and do not go to the spring¬ 
head.” Bacon, who said this, is almost unique among 
his countrymen in that faculty, at least among the 
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proso-writers. Milton,, who was the stair or high 
table-land to let down the English geniras from the 
summits of Shakspeare, used this privilege sometimes 
in poetry, more rarely in prose. For a long interval 
afterwards it is not found. Burke was addicted to 
generalising, hut his was a shorter line; as his thoughts 
have less depth, they hate less compass. Hume’s 
abstractions are not deep or wise. He owes his fame 
to one keen ohscn'ation, that no copula had been 
detected between any cause and effect, either in 
physics or in thought; that the term cause and effect 
was loosely or gratuitously applied to what wo know 
only as consecutive, not at all as causal Doctor 
Johnson’s written abstractions have little value: the 
tone of feeling in them makes their chief worth. 

Mr. Hallam, a learned and elegant scholar, has 
written the history of European literature for three 
centuries,—a performance of great ambition, inasmuch 
as a judgment was to he attempted on every hook. 
But his eye does not reach to the ideal standards: the 
verdicts are all dated from London: all now thought 
must ho cast into the old moulds. The expansive 
element which creates literature is steadily denied. 
Plato is resisted, and his school Hallam is uniformly 
polite, hut with deficient sympathy; writes with 
resolute generosity, hut is unconscious of the deep 
worth which lies in the mystics, and which often 
valucs as a seed of power and a source of revolution 
all the correct writers and shining reputations of their 
day. He passes in silence, or dismisses with a kind 
of contempt, the profounder masters: a lover of ideas 
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is not only uncongenial, but unintelligible. Hallam 
inspires respect by his knowledge and fidelity, by his 
manifest love of good books, and he lifts himself to 
own bettor than almost any tlie greatness of Shak- 
speare, and better than Johnson ho appreciates Milton. 
But in Hallam, or in the firmer intellectual nerve of 
Mackintosh, one still fin(fe the same type of English 
genius. It is wise and rich, but it lives on its capital. 
It is retrospective. How can it discern and hail the 
new forms that are looming up on the horizon,—now 
and gigantic thoughts which cannot dress themselves 
out of any old wardrobe of the past ? 

The essays, the fiction, and the poetry of the day 
have the like municipal limits. Dickens, with preter- 
natural apprehension of the language of manners, and 
the varieties of street life, with pathos and laughter, 
with patriotic and still enlarging generosity, writes 
Loudon tracts. Ho is a painter of English details, 
like Hogarth ; local and tcmporaiy in his tints and 
style, and local in his aims. Bulwer, an industrious 
writer, with occasional ability, is distinguished for his 
reverence of intellect as a temporality, .and appeals 
to the worldly ambition of the student His romances 
tend to fan thc.se low flames. Their novelists despair 
of the heart Thackeray finds that God has made no 
allowance for the poor thing in his universe;—more’s 
tip! pity, he thinksbut ’tis not for us to bo wiser: 
we must renounce ideals, and accept London. 

The biilliant Macaulay, who expresses the tone of 
the English governing classes of the day, explicitly 
teaches that good means good to eat, good to weak. 
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material commodity; that the glory of modem philo¬ 
sophy is its direction on “fruit;” to yield economical 
inventions; and thal^ its merit is to avoid ideas, and 
avoid morals. Ho thinks it the distinctive merit of 
the Baconian philosophy, in its triumph over the old 
Platonic, its disentangling the intellect from theories 
of the all-Pair and all-Good, and pinning it doivn to 
the making a better sick chair and a better wine-whey 
for an invalid;—this not ironically, but in good faith; 
—that, “ solid advantage,” as he calls it, meaning 
always sensual benefit, is the only good. Tho emi¬ 
nent benefit of astronomy is tho better navigation it 
creates to enable the fruibships to bring homo their 
lemons and wine to thj London grocer. It was a 
curious result, in which tho civility and reh'gion of 
England for a thousand years ends in denying 
morals, and reducing the intellect to a sauce-part 
Tho critic hides his scepticism under the English cant 
of practical. To convince tho reason, to touch the 
conscience, is romantic pretension. The fine arts fall 
to the ground. Beauty, except as luxurious commo¬ 
dity, docs not exist. It is very certain, I may say in 
passing, that if Lord Bacon had been only the sensu¬ 
alist his critic pretends, ho would never have acquired 
the fame which now entitles him to this patronage. 
It is because he had imagination, tho leisures of tho 
spirit, and basked in an clement of contemplation out 
of all modem English atmospheric gauges, that'^e 
is impressive to the imaginations of men, and has 
become a potentate not to be ignored. Sir David 
Brewster sees the high place of Bacon, without find- 
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ing Newton indebted to him, and thinks it a mistake. 
Bacon occupies it by specific gravity or levity, not 
by any feat he did, or by any tutoring more or less 
of Newton, etc., but an effect of the same cause, which 
showed itself more pronounced afterwards in Hooke, 
Boyle, and Halley. 

Coleridge, a catholic mind, with a hunger for ideas, 
with eyes looking before and after to the highest 
hards and sages, and who wrote and spoke the only 
high criticism in liis time,—is one of those who save 
England from the reproach of no longer jmssessing 
the capacity to appreciate what rarest wit the island 
has yielded. Yet the misfortune of his life, his vast 
attempts but most inadequate performings, failing 
to accomplish any one mastcriiicco, seems to mark 
the closing of an era. Even in him, the traditional 
Englishman was too strong for the pliilosopher, and 
he fell into acammodalitm; and, as Burke had striven 
to idealise the English State, so Coleridge “narrowed 
his mind” in the attempt to reconcile the Gothic rule 
and dogma of the Anglican Church with eternal 
ideas. But for Coleridge, and a lurking taciturn 
minority, uttering itself in occasional criticism, oftener 
in private discourse, one would say that in Germany 
and in America is the best mind in England rightly 
respected. It is the surest sign of national decay, 
when tlie Brahmins can no longer read or understand 
tEHlraliminical philosophy. 

In the decomposition and asphyxia that followed 
all this materialism, Carlyle w'as driven, by his disgust 
at tlie pettiness and the cant, into the pi’eaching of 
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Fate. In comparison with all this rottenness, any 
check, any cleansing, though by tire, seemed desir¬ 
able and beautiful, saw little difference in the 
gladiators, or tho “ causes ” for which they combated; 
the one comfort was, that they were all going speedily 
into tho abyss together: And his imagination, finding 
no nutriment in any creation, avenged itself by cele¬ 
brating tlie majestic beauty of the laws of decay. 
Tho necessities of mental structure force all minds 
into a few categories, and where impatience of the 
tricks of men makes Nemesis amiable, and builds 
altars to tho negative Deity, the inevitable recoil is 
to heroism or the gallantry of the private heart, ^yhich 
docks its immolation with glory, in the unequal com¬ 
bat of will against fate. 

Wilkinson, tho editor of Swedenborg, the annotator 
of Fourier, and tho champion of Hahnemann, haS 
brought to metaphysics and to physiology a native 
vigour, with a catholic perception of relations, equal 
M tho highest attempts, and a rhetoric like the 
armoury of tho invincible knights of old. There is in 
the action of his mind a long Atlantic roll not known 
except in deepest waters, and only lacking what ought 
to accompany such powers, a manifest centrality. If 
his mind does not rest in immovable biases, perhaps 
tho orbit is larger, and tho return is not yet: but a 
master should in,spire a confidence that he will adhere 
to his convictions, and give his present studies always 
the same high place. 

It would be easy to add exceptions to the limitary 
tone of English thought, and much more easy to 



202 


ENGLISH TRAITS. 


[CHAP. 


adduce examples of excellence in particular veins; 
and if, going out of the region of dogma, we pass into 
that of general culture, there is no end to the graces 
and amenities, wit, sensibility, and erudition, of the 
learned class. But the artificial succour which marks 
all English performance, appears in letters also : much 
of their aesthetic productiem is anthimuian and manu¬ 
factured, and literary reputations have been achieved 
by forcible men, whoso relation to literature was 
purely accidental, but who wore driven by tastes and 
modes they found in vogue into their several careers. 
So, at this moment, every ambitious young man 
studios geology: so members of Parliament are made, 
and churchmen. 

The bias of Englishmen to practical skill has re¬ 
acted on the national mind. They are incapable of 
dn inutility, and respect the five mechanic powers 
even in their song. The voice of their modem muse 
has a slight hint of the steam-whistle, and the poem 
is created as an ornament and finish of their monarch^, 
and by no means as the bird of a new morning which 
forgets the past world in the full enjoyment of that 
which is forming. They are with difficulty ideal; 
they axe the most conditioned men, as if, having the 
best conditions, they could not bring themselves to 
forfeit them. Every one of them is a thousand years 
old, and lives by his memory: and when you say this 
they accept it as praise. 

Nothing comes to the book-shops but politics, 
travels, statistics, tabulation, and- engineering, and 
even what is called philosophy and letters is mechan- 
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ical in its structure, as if inspiration had ceased, as if 
no vast hope, no religion, no song of joy, do wisdom, 
no analogy, existed any more. The tone of colleges, 
and of scholars and of literary society, has this mortal 
air. I seem to walk on a marble floor, where nothing 
will grow. They exert every variety of talent on a 
lower ground, and may bo- said to Uvo and act in a 
sub-mind. They have lost all commanding views in 
literature, philosophy, and science. A good English¬ 
man shuts himself out of three fourths of his mind, 
and confines himself to one fourth. Ho has learning, 
good sense, power of labour, and logic: but a faith 
in the laws of the mind like that of Archimedes; a 
belief like that of Euler and Kepler, that experience 
must follow and not lead the laws of the mind; a 
devotion to the theory of politics, like that of Hooker, 
and Milton, and Harrington, the modem English 
mind repudiates. 

I fear the same fault lies in their science, since 
they have known how to make it repulsive, and be¬ 
reave nature of its charm;—though perhaps the com¬ 
plaint flies wider, and the vice attaches to many more 
than to British physicists. The eye of the naturalist 
must have a scope like nature itself, a susceptibility 
to ah impressions, alive to the heart as well as to the 
logic of creation. But English science puts humanity 
to the door. It wants the connection which is the 
test of genius. The science is false by not b^ng 
poetic. It isolates the reptile or mollusc it assumes 
to explain; whilst reptile or mollusc only exists in 
system, in relation. The poet only sees it as an in- 
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evitable step in the path of the Creator. But, in 
England, one hermit finds this fact, and another finds 
that, and lives and dies ignorant of its value. There 
are great exceptions, of John Hunter, a man of ideas; 
perhaps of Robert Brown, the Botanist; and of 
Richard Owen, who has imported into Britain the 
German homologies, and enriched science with contri¬ 
butions of his own, adding sometimes the divination 
of the old masters to the unbroken power of labour 
in the English mind But for the most part, the 
natural science in England is out of its loyal alliance 
with morals, and is as void of imagination and free 
])lay of thought as conveyancing. It stands in strong 
contrast with the genius of the Germans, those semi- 
Greeks, who love analogy, and, by means of their 
height of view, preserve their enthusiasm, and think 
for Europe. 

No hope, no sublime augury, cheers the student, 
no secure striding from experiment onward to a fore¬ 
seen law, but only a casual dipping hero and there, 
like diggers in C.alifoniia “ prospecting for a placer ” 
that will pay. A horizon of brass of the diameter of 
his umbrella shuts down around his senses. Squalid 
contentment with conventions, satire at the names of 
philosophy and religion, paroclual and shop-till politics, 
and idolatry of usage, betray the ebb of life and spirit. 

they trample on nationalities to reproduce London 
and Londoners in Europe and Asia, so they fear the 
hostility of ideas, of poetry, of religion,—ghosts which 
they cannot lay;—and, having attempted to domesti¬ 
cate and dress the Blessed Soul itself in English broad- 
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cloth and gaiters, they are tormented witli fear that 
heroin Iwks a force that will sweep their sysifem away. 
Tho artists say, “ Nature puts them out; ” tho scholars 
have become un-ideal. They parry earnest speech 
with banter and levity; they laugh you down, or 
they change the subject. “Tho fact is,” say they 
over their wine, “all that about liberty, and so forth, 
is gone by; it won’t do any longei'.” Tlie practical 
and comfortable oppress them witli inexorable claims, 
and tho smallest fraction of jiower remains for heroism 
and poetry. No poet dares murmm- of beauty out of 
tho precinct of his rhymes. No priest dares hmt at 
a Providence which does not respect English utility. 
The island is a rearing volcano of fate, of material 
values, of tariffs, and laws of repression, glutted mar¬ 
kets and low prices. 

In tho absence of the highest aims, of the purd 
love of knowledge, and the surrender to nature, there 
is the suppression of the imagination, tho pria^sm of 
tlte senses and the understanding; wo have the facti¬ 
tious instead of the natural; tasteless expense, arts 
of comfort, and the rewarding as an illustrious inventor 
whosoever will contrive one impediment more to inter¬ 
pose between tho man and his objects. 

Thus poetry is degraded and made ornamental. 
Pope and his school wrote poetry fit to put round 
frosted cake. What did Walter Scott write without 
stint? a rhymed traveller’s guide to Scotland. Jind 
the libraries of versos they print have this Birming¬ 
ham character. How many volumes of well-bred 
metre we must jingle through, before we can be filled, 
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taught, renewed! We want the miraculous; the 
beauty wliieh we can manufacture at no mill, can 
give no account of; the beauty of which Cliaucer and 
Chapman had the secret. The poetry of course is 
low and prosaic; only now and then, as in Words¬ 
worth, conscientious; or in Byron, passional; or in 
Tennyson, factitious. But if I should count the poets 
who have contributed to the bible of existing England 
sentences of guidance and consolation which are still 
glowing and effective,—how few! Shall I find my 
heavenly bread in the reigning poets! Where is 
great design in modem English pootij! The English 
have lost sight of the fact that poetry exists to speak 
the spiritual law, and that no wealtli of description 
or of fancy is yet essentially new, and out of the 
limits of prose, until this condition is reached. 
Therefore the grave old poets, like the Greek artists, 
heeded their designs, and less considered the finish. 
It was their office to lead to the divine sources, out 
of which all this, and much more, readily springs; 
and, if this religion is in the poetry, it raises us to 
some purpose, and wo can well afford some staidness, 
or liardness, or want of popular tunc in the verses. 

The exceptional fact of the period is the genius of 
Wordsworth. He had no master but natui'e and 
solitude. “He wrote a poem,” says Landor, “with¬ 
out the aid of war.” His verse is the voice of sanity 
in a worldly and ambitious age. One regrets that 
his temperament was not more liquid and musical 
He has written longer than he was inspired. But 
for the rest, he has no competitor. 
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Tennyson is endowed precisely in points where 
Wordsworth wanted. There is no finer ear,nor more 
command of the keys .of language. Colour, like the 
dawn, flows over the horizon from his pencil, in waves 
so rich that wo do not miss the central form. Through 
all his refinements, too, ho has reached the public,— 
a certificate of good senso^and general power, since 
ho who aspires to he the English poet must bo as 
large as London, not in the same kind as London, 
but in his own kind. But ho wants a subject, and 
climbs no mount of vision to bring its secrets to the 
people. Ho contents himself with describing the 
EngEshman as he is, and proposes no better. There 
are all degrees in poetry, and we must be thankful 
for every beautiful talent. But it is only a first suc¬ 
cess, when tlie ear is gained. The best office of the 
best poets has been to show how low and uninspired’ 
was their general style, and that only once or twice 
they have struck the high chord. 

‘That expansivencss which is the essence of the 
poetic element, they have not. It was no Oxonian, 
but Hafiz, who said, “Let us bo crowned with roses, 
let us drink wine, and break up the tiresome old roof 
of heaven into new forma” A stanza of tlie song of 
nature the Oxonian has no ear for, and ho does not 
value the salient and curative influence of intellectual 
action, studious of truth, without a by-end. 

By the law of contraries, I look for an irresistil^e 
taste for Orientalism in Britain. For a self-conceited 
modish life, made up of trifles, clinging to a corporeal 
civilisation, hating ideas, there is no remedy like the 
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Oriental largeness. That astonishes and disconcerts 
English decorum. For once there is thunder it never 
heard, light it never saw, and power wliich trifles 
with time and space. I am not surprised, then, to 
find an Englishman like Warren Hastings, who had 
been struck with the grand style of thinking in the 
Indian writings, deprecating the prejudices of his 
countrymen, while oflering them a translation of the 
Bhagvat. “Might I, an unlettered man, venture to 
prescribe bounds to the latitude of criticism, I should 
exclude, in estimating the merit of such p production, 
all rules drawn from tho ancient or modern literature 
of Europe, all references to such sentiments or man¬ 
ners as are become the standards of propriety for 
opinion and action in our own modes, and, equally, 
all appeals to om' revealed tenets of religion and 
fiioral duty.”' Ho goes on to bespeak indulgence 
to “ornaments of fancy unsuitod to our taste, and 
passages elevated to a tract of sublimity into which 
our habits of judgment will find it difficult to pursue 
them.” 

Meantime, I know tliat a retrieving power lies in 
the English race, which seems to make any recoil 
possible; in other words, there is at all times a 
minority of profound minds existing in the nation, 
capable of appreciating every soaring of intellect and 
every hint of tendency. While tho constructive 
talent seems dwarfed and superficial, the criticism is 
often in tho noblest tone, and suggests tho presence 
of the invisible gods. I can well believe what I have 

' Preface to Wilkins’s Translation of tho Bhagvat Geeta. 
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often heard, tliat there are two nations in England; 
hut it is not the Poor and the Eich; nor is it the 
Normans and Saxons; nor tlie Celt and the Goth. 
These are each always hocomihg the other; for 
Kobert Owen docs not exaggerate the power of cir- 
cumstanoa But the two complexions, or two styles 
of mind,—tlie perceptive, class, and the practical 
finality class,—arc ever in counterpoise, interacting 
mutually; one, in hopeless minorities; the other, in 
huge masses; one studions, contemplative, experi¬ 
menting ; the other, the ungrateful pupil, scornful of 
the source, wliilst availing itself of the knowledge tor 
gain; these two nations, of genius and of animal 
force, though the first consist of only a dozen souls, 
and the second of twenty millions, for ever by their 
discord and their accord yield the power of the 
English State. 


VOL. rv. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE “TIMES.” 

The power of tlie newspaper is familiar in America, 
and in accordance with our political system. In 
England, it stands in antagonism with the feudal 
histitutions, and it is all the more beneficent succour 
against the secretive tendencies of a monarchy. The 
celebrated Lord Somers “ knew of no good law pro- 
“posed and passed in his time, to which the public 
papers had not directed his attention.” There is no 
comer and no night. A relentless inquisition drags 
every secret to the day, turns the glare of this solar 
microscope on every malfaisance, so as to make the 
public a more terrible spy than any foreigner; and 
no weakness can be taken a<lvantage of by an enemy, 
since the whole people are ah’cady forewarned. Thus 
England rids herself of those incrustations which have 
been the min of old states.' Of course, this inspec¬ 
tion is feared. No antique privilege, no comfortable 
rfconopoly, but sees surely that its days are counted; 
the people are familiarised with the reason of reform, 
and, one by one, take away-every argument of the 
obstmetives. “So your grace likes the comfort of 
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reading the newspapers,” said Lord Mansfield to the 
Duke of Northumberland; “mark my words; you 
and I shall not live to see it, but this young gentle¬ 
man (Lord Eldon) may, or it may he a little later; 
but a little sooner or later, these newspapers will 
most assuredly write the dukes of Northumberland 
out of their titles and possessions, and the country 
out of its king.” The tendency in England towards 
social and political institutions like those of America 
is inevitable, and the ability of its journals is the 
driving force. 

England is full of manly, clever, well-bred men, 
who possess tho talent of writing off-hand pungent 
paragraphs, expressing with clearness and courage 
their opinion on any person or performance. Valu¬ 
able or not, it is a skill that is rarely found, out of 
the English journals. Tho English do this, as they 
write poetry, as they ride and box, by being educated 
to it. Hundreds of clover Praeds, and Freres, and 
Froudes, and Hoods, and Hooks, and Maginns, and 
Mills, and Macaulays, make poems or short essays 
for a journal, as they make speeches in Parliament 
and on the hustings, or as they shoot and ride. It 
is a quite accidental and arbitrary direction of their 
general ability. Eude health and spirits, an Oxford 
education, and tho habits of society, are implied, but 
not a ray of genius. It comes of the crowded state of 
the professions, the violent interest which all men 
take in politics, the facility of experimenting in the 
journals, and high pay. 

The most conspicuous result of this talent is the 
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“ Timoa" newspaper. No power in England is more 
felt, moae feared, or more obeyed. What you read 
in the morning in that journal, you shall hear in the 
evening in all society. It has ears everywhere, and 
its information is earliest, complotest, and surest. It 
has risen, year by year, and victory by victory, to its 
present authority. I asked one of its old contri¬ 
butors, whetlier it had once boon abler than it is now. 
“ Never,” ho said; “ these arc its palmiest days.” It 
has shown those qualities which are dear to English¬ 
men, unflinching adherence to its objects, prodigal 
intellectual ability, and a towering assurance, backed 
by the perfect organisation in its printing-house, and 
its world-wide network of correspondence and reports. 
It has its own history and famous trophies. In 1820, 
it adopted the cause of Queen Caroline and carried it 
'against the king. It adopted a poor-law system, and 
almost alone lifted it through. When Lord Brougham 
was in power it decided against him, and pulled him 
down. It declared war against Ireland, and conquered 
it. It adopted the League against the Corn Laws, 
and, when Cobden had begun to despair, it announced 
liis triumph. It denounced and discredited the 
French Eepublic of 1848, and checked every sym¬ 
pathy with it in England, until it had enrolled 
200,000 special constables to watch tho Chartists, and 
make them ridiculous on the 10th April. It first de¬ 
nounced and then adopted the new French Empire, 
and urged the French Alliance and its resulta It has 
entered into each municipal, literary, and social 
question, almost with a controlling voice. It has 
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done bold and seasonable service in exposing frauds 
which thi'eatencd tlio commercial community. Mean¬ 
time, it attacks its rivals by perfecting its’ printing 
machinery, and will ilrivo them out of circulation; 
for the only limit to the circulation of the “ Times ” 
is the impossibility of printing copies fast enough; 
since a daily paper can only bo new and seasonable 
for a few hours. It will kill all buttliat paper which 
is diametrically in opposition; since many papers, 
first and last, have lived by their attacks on the 
learling jorrmal. 

The late Mr. Walter was printer of the “Timo.s,” 
and had gradually arranged the whole makriel of it in 
perfect system. It is told, that when he demanded 
a small share in the proprietary, and was refitsed, 
he said, “As you please, gentlemen; and you may 
take away the ‘Times’ from this office when you. 
will; I shall publish the ‘ New Times,’ next Monday 
morning.” The proprietors, who had already com¬ 
plained that his charges for printing wore excessive, 
found that they were in his power, and gave him 
whatever he wished. 

I went one day with a good friend to the “ Times ” 
office, which was entered through a pretty garden 
yard, in Printing-House Square. Wo walked with 
some circumspection, as if we were entering a 
powder-mill; but the door was opened by a mild old 
woman, and, by dint of some transmission of card*, 
we were at last conducted into the parlour of 
Mr. Morris, a very gentle person, with no hostile 
appoarancea The statistics are now quite out of 
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(late, but I remember he told us that the daily 
printing was then 35,000 copies; that on the 1st 
March lS48, the greatest number ever printed,— 
54,000 wore issued; that, since February, the daily 
circulation had increased by 8000 copies. The old 
press they wore then using printed five or six 
thousand sheets per hour; the now machine, for 
which they were then building an engine, would 
print twelve thousand per hour. Our entertainer 
confided us to a courteous assistant to show us the 
establishment, in which, I think, they employed a 
hundred and twenty men. I remember I saw the 
reporters’ room, in which they redact their hasty 
stenographs; but the editor’s room, and who is in it, 
I did not see, though I shared tho curiosity of man¬ 
kind respecting it 

. The staff of tlio “ Times ” has always been made up 
of able men. Old Walter, Sterling, Bacon, Barnes, 
Alsigcr, Horace Twiss, Jones Loyd, John Oxenford, 
Mr. Mosely, Mr. Bailey, have contributed to its re¬ 
nown in their special departments. But it has never 
wanted tho first pens for occasional assistance. Its 
private information is inexplicable, and recalls the 
stories of FouclwS’s police, whose onmiscionco made it 
believed that the Empress Josephine must be in his 
pay. It has morcantilo and political correspondents 
in every foreign city; and its expresses outrun the 
despatches of tho government. One hears anecdotes 
of the rise of its servants, as of the functionaries of 
the India House. I was told of the dexterity of one 
of its reporters, who, finding himself on one occasion 
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whore the magistrates lj,ad strictly forbidden reporters, 
put liis hands into his coat-pocket, and with pencil in 
one hand, and tablet in the other, did his work. 

The influence of this journal is a recognised jiower 
in Europe, and of course none is more conscious of it 
than its conductors. The tone of its articles has often 
boon the occasion of comment from the official organs 
of the continental courts, and sometimes the ground 
of diplomatic cora2)kint. Wliat would tlio “Times” 
say? is a terror in Paris, in Berlin, in Vienna, in Copen¬ 
hagen, and in Nopaul. Its consummate discretion 
and success exliibit the English skill of combination. 
The daily paper is the work of many hands, chiefly, 
it is said, of young men recently from the Univeirity, 
and perhaps reading law in cliambers in London. 
Hence Hie academic elegance, and classic allusion, 
which adorn its columns. Hence, too, the heat and 
gallantry of its onset. But the steadiness of the aim 
suggests the belief that this fire is directed and fed 
by older engineers; as if persons of exact informa¬ 
tion, and with settled views of policy, supplied the 
writers with the basis of fact, and the object to be 
attained, and availed themselves of their younger 
energy and eloquence to plead the cause. Both the 
council and the executive departments gain by this 
division. Of two men of equal abiUty, the one who 
does not write, but keeps his eye on the course of 
public affairs, will have the higher judicial wisdqm. 
But the parts are kept in concert, all the articles 
appear to proceed from a single will. The “Times ” 
never disapproves of what itself has said, or cripples 
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itself by apology for tho abseiice of the editor, or tlie 
indiscretion of him who held tho pen. It speaks out 
bluff and "bold, and sticks to what it says. It draws 
from any niunbor of learned and skilful contributors; 
but a more learned and skilful person supervises, 
corrects, and co-ordinates. Of this closet, the secret 
does not transpire. No writer is suffered to claim 
tho authorship of any paper; everything good, from 
whatever quarter, comes out editorially; and thiw, by 
making tho paper everything, and those who write 
it nothing, tho character and tlio awe of the journal 
gain. 

The English like it for its complete information. 
A statement of fact in the “ Times ” is as reliable as 
a citation from Hansard. Then, they like its inde¬ 
pendence ; tliey do not know, when they take it up, 
what their paper is going to say: but, above all, for 
the nationality and confidence of its tone. It thinks 
for them all; it is their understanding and day’s 
ideal daguerreotyped. When I see them reading its 
columns, they seem to mo becoming every moment 
more British. It has the national courage, not rash 
and petulant, but considerate and determined. No 
dignity or wealth is a shield from its assault. It 
attacks a duke as readily as a policeman, and with 
tho most provoking airs of condescension. It makes 
rude work with the Board of Admiralty. The Bench 
of .Bishops is still loss safe. One bishop fares badly 
for his rapacity, and another for his bigotry, and a 
third for his courtliness. It addresses occasionally 
a hint to Majesty itself, and sometimes a hint which 
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is taken. Tlierc is a]] air of freedom even in their 
advertising columns, which speaks well for England to 
a foreigner. On the days when I an'ived m London 
in 1847, I read among tho daily announcements one 
offering a reward of fifty pounds to any person who 
would put a nobleman, described by name and title, 
late a member of Parliament, into any county jail 
in England, he having been convicted of obtaining 
money under false pretences. 

Was never such airogancy as the tone of this . 
paper. Every slip of an Oxonian or Cantabrigian 
v^ho writes his first loader, assumes that wo subdued 
the earth before wo sat down to write this particular 
“Times.” One would tliink the world was on its 
knees to the “ Times ” Office for its daily breakfast. 
But this arrogance is calculateiL Who would care 
for it, if it “surmised,” or “dared to confess,” or 
“ ventured to predict,” etc. ? No; if is so, and so it 
shall be. 

• The morality and patriotism of tho “Times” 
claim only to bo representative, and by no means 
ideal. It gives tho argument, not of the majority, 
but of the commanding class. Its editors know better 
than to defend Russia, or Austria, or Enghsh vested 
rights, on abstract grounds. But they give a voice 
to the class who, at tho moment, take the lead; and 
they have an instinct for finding whore tho power 
now lies, which is eternally shifting its banks. Sym¬ 
pathising with and speaking for the class that rules 
the hour, yet being apprised of every ground-swell, 
every Chartist resolution, every Church squabble. 
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every strike in the mills, they detect the first trem¬ 
blings of change. They watch the hard and bitter 
struggles faf the authors of each liberal movement, 
year by year,—watcliing them only to taunt and 
obstruct them—until, at last, when they see that these 
have established their fact, that power is on the point 
of passing to them,—^they strike in, with tho voice of 
a monarch, astonish those whom they succour as much 
as those whom they desert, and make victory sure. 
Of course the aspirants see that the “Times” is one 
of the goods of fortime, not to he won but by winning 
their cause. 

“ Punch ” is equally an cxiircssion of English good 
sense, as the “London Times.” It is the comic 
version of tho same sense. Many of its caricatures 
ai'e equal to tho best pamphlets, and will convey to 
the eye in an instant tho popular view which was 
taken of each turn of public affairs. Its sketches 
are usually made by masterly hands, and sometimes 
with genius; the delight of every class, because 
unifoimly guided by that taste which is tyrannical in 
England. It is a new trait of tho nineteenth century, 
that the wit and humour of England, as in “Punch,” 
so in tho humorists, Jerrold, Dickons, Thackeray, 
Hood, have taken the direction of humanity and 
freedom. 

Tho “Times,” like every important institution, 
shqws the way to a bettor. It is a living index of 
the colossal British power. Its existence honours 
the people who dare to print all they know, dare to 
know all the facts, and do not wish to be flattered by 
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hiding the extent of the public disaster. There is 
always safety in valour. I wish I could «ld that 
this journal aspired to deserve the powet it wields, 
by guidance of the public sentiment to the right. It 
is usually pretended, in Parliament and elsewhere, 
that the English press has a high tone,—which it ha,s 
not It has an imperial tone, as of a powerful and 
independent nation. But as with other empires, its 
tone is prone to be official, and even officinal. The 
“Times” shares all the limitations of the governing 
classes, and wishes never to bo in a minority. If 
only it dared to cleave to the right, to show tlie right 
to be the only expedient, and feed its batteries from 
tlie central heart of humanity, it might not have so 
many men of rank among its contributors, but genius 
would be its cordial and invincible ally; it might 
now and then bear the bixmt of formidable combinji- 
tions, but no journal is ruined by wise courage. It 
woidd be the natural Wer of British reform; its • 
proud function, that of being the voice of Europe, 
the defender of the exile and patriot against despots, 
would be more effectually discharged; it would have 
the authority which is claimed for that dream of good 
men not yet come to pass, an International Congress; 
and the least of its victories would bo to give to 
England a new millennium of beneficent power. 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 

STONEHENGE. 

It had been agreed between my friend Mr. C. and 
mo, that before I left England we shoidd make an 
excursion together to Stonehenge, which neither of 
us had soon; and the project pleased my fancy with 
the double attraction of the monument and the com¬ 
panion. It seemed a bringing together of extreme 
points, to visit the oldest religious monument in 
Britain, in company with her latest thinker, and one 
whoso influence may be traced in every contemporary 
book. I was glad to sum up a little my experiences', 
and to exchange a few reasonable words on the 
aspects of England, with a man on whoso genius 1 sot 
a very high value, and who had as much penetration, 
and as severe a theory of duty, as any person in it 
On Friday, 7th July, we took the South Western 
Eailway through Hampshh-e to Salisbury, whore we 
found a carriage to convey us to Amesbury. The 
fine weather and my friend’s local knowledge of 
Hampshire, in which ho is wont to spend a part of 
every summer, made the way short. There was much 
to say, too, of the travelling Americans, and their usual 
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objects in London. I thought it natural that they 
should give some time to works of art collected here, 
which they cannot fipd at home, and a little to scien¬ 
tific clubs and museums, which, at this moment, make 
London very attractive. But my pliilosopher was 
not contented. Art and “high art” is a favourite 
target for his wit. “ Yes, Kmsl is a gieat delusion, 
and Goethe and Schiller wasted a great deal of good 
time on it; ”— and he thinks ho discovers that old 
Goethe found this out, and, in his later writings, 
changed his tone. As soon as men begin to talk of 
art, architecture, and antiquities, nothing good comes 
of ii Ho wishes to go through tlio British Museum 
in silence, and thinks a sincere man will see some¬ 
thing, and say nothing. In these days, ho thought, 
it would become an .architect to consult only the grhn 
necessity, and say, “ I can build you a coffin for such 
dead persons as you are, and for such dead purposes 
as you have, but you shall have no ornament.” For 
the science he had, if possible, even loss tolerance, 
and compared the savans of Somerset House to the 
boy who asked Confucius ‘ how many stars in the 
sky?” Confucius replied “he minded things near 
him;” then said the boy, “how many hairs are there 
in your eyebrows 1 ” Confucius said “ he didn’t know 
and didn’t care.” 

Still speaking of the Americans, C. complained 
that they dislike the coldness and exclusiveness of 
the English, and nm away to France, and go with 
their countrymen, and are amused, instead of man¬ 
fully staying in London, and confronting Englishmen, 
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and acquiring their culture, who really have much to 
teach then). 

I told 0. that I was easily dazzled, and was accus¬ 
tomed to concede readily all that an Englishman 
would ash; I saw everywhere in the country proofs 
of sense and spirit, and success of every sort; I like 
the people; they are as good as they are handsome; 
they have everything, and can do everything; but 
meantime, I surely know, that, as soon as I return to 
Massachusetts, I shall lapse at once into the feeling, 
wliich the geography of America inevitably inspires, 
that wo play the game with immense advantage; 
that there and not here is the seat and centre of the 
British race; and that no skill or activity can long 
compete with the prodigious natural advantages of 
that country, in the hands of the same race; and 
that England, an old and exhausted island, must one 
day be contented, like other parents, to be strong 
only in her cliildrcn. But this was a proposition 
which no Englishman of whatever condition can 
easily entertain. 

We left the train at Salisbury, and took a carriage 
to Amesbury, passing by Old Sarum, a bare, treeless 
hill, once containing the town which sent two mem¬ 
bers to Parliament,—now, not a hut;—and, arriving 
at Amesbury, stopped at the Geoige Inn. After 
dinner we walked to Salisbury Plain. On the broad 
downs, under the gray sky, not a house was visible, 
nothing but Stonehenge, which looked like a group 
of brown dwarfs in the wide expanse,—Stonehenge 
and the barrows,—which rose like green bosses about 
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the plain, and a few hay-ricks. On the top of a 
mountain, tlie old temple would not he mrae impres¬ 
sive. Far and wide a, few shepherds with their flocks 
sprinkled the plain, and a bagman drove along the 
road. It looked as if the wide margin given in this 
crowded isle to this primeval temple were accorded 
by the veneration of the British race to the old egg 
out of which all their ecclesiastical structures and 
history had proceeded. Stonehenge is a circular 
colonnade with a diameter of a hundred feet, and 
enclosing a second and a third colonnade within. We 
walked round the stones, and clambered over them, 
to wont ourselves with their strange aspect and 
groupings, and found a nook sheltered from the wind 
among them, where C. lighted his cigar. It was 
pleasant to see that just this simplest of all simple 
structures,—two upright stones and a lintel laid 
across,—had long outstood all later churches, and all 
histoiy, and were like what is most permanent on the 
fSce of the planet; these, and the barrows,—^mere 
mounds (of which there are a hundred and sixty 
within a circle of three miles about Stonehenge), like 
the same mound on the plain of Troy, which still 
makes good to the passing mariner on Hellespont 
the vaunt of Homer and the fame of Achilles. 
Within the enclosure grow buttercups, nettles, and, 
all around wild thyme, daisy, meadowsweet, golden- 
rod, thistle, and the carpeting grass. Over us larks 
were soaring and singing,—as my friend said, “the 
larks which were hatched last year, and the wind which 
was hatched many thousand years ago.” We counted 
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and measnred by paces the biggest stones, and soon 
knew as much as any man can suddenly know of the 
inscrutable temple. There ai;e ninety-four stones, 
and there were once probably one hundred and sixty. 
The temple is circular, and uncovered, and the situa¬ 
tion fixed astronomically,—the grand entrances here 
and at Abury being placed exactly north-east, “as 
all tlie gates of the old cavern temples arc.” How 
came the stones here! for these sarsens or Druidical 
sandstones are not found in this neighbourhood. The 
sacrificial stme, as it is called, is the only one in all 
these blocks that can resist the action of fire, and, as 
I read in the books, must have been brought one 
hundred and fifty miles. 

On almost every stone we found the marks of the 
mineralogist’s hammer and chisel. The nineteen 
smaller stones of the inner circle are of granite. I, 
who had just come from Professor Sedgwick’s Cam¬ 
bridge Museum of megatheria and mastodons, was 
ready to maintain that some cleverer elephants or 
mylodonta had borne off and laid these rocks one on 
anotlier. Only the good beasts mast have known 
how to cut a well-wrought tenon and mortise, and to 
smooth the surface of some of the stones. The chief 
mystery is, that any mystery should have been allowed 
to settle on so remarkable a monument, in a country 
on which all the muses have kept their eyes now for 
eighteen hundred years. We are not yet too late to 
learn much more than is known of this structure. 
Some diligent Fellowes or Layard will arrive, stone 
by stone, at the whole history, by that exhaustive 
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British sense and perseverance, so -Hdiimsical in its 
choice of objects, which leaves its own Stonehenge or 
Choir Gaur to the rabbits, whilst it opens pyramids 
and uncovers Nineveh. Stonehenge, in virtue of the 
simplicity of its plan, and its good preservation, is as 
if new and recent; and, a thousand years hence, men 
will thank tliis age for the accurate histoiy it will 
yet eliminate. We walked in and out, and took 
again and again a fresh look at the uncanny .stones. 
The old sphinx put our petty dilierenccs of nationtdity 
out of sight. To these conscious stones wo tw'o jul- 
grims were alike known and near. Wc could C(jually 
well revere their old British meaning. My philoso¬ 
pher was subdued and gentle. In this (piiet bouse of 
destiny, he hapj)eued to say, “I plant cypresses 
wherever I go, and if I lun in sciirch of j^ain, 1 cannot 
go wrong.” The spot, the gray blocks, and theii' 
rude order, which refuses to be disposed of, suggested 
to li^n tlie flight of ages, and the succcs,sion of rcli- 
gians. The old times of England impress C. much: 
he reads little, he says, in these last years, but “Jda 
Sandmim,” the fifty-three volumes of which are in 
the London Library. He finds all English history 
therein. He can see, as ho reads, the old saint of 
Iona sitting there, and writing, a man to men. The 
Acta Sanctorum show plainly that the men of those 
times believed in God, and in the immortality of the 
soul, as their abbeys and cathedrals testify: now, 
even the Puritanism is all gone. London is pagan. 
He fancied that greater men had lived in England 
than any of her writers; and, in fact, about the time 
VOL. rK Q 
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when those writers appeared, the last of these were 
already gone. 

We left the mound in the twilight, with the 
design to return the next morning, and coming back 
two miles to our inn, we were met by little showers, 
and late as it W'as, men and women were out attempting 
to protect their spread wind-rows. The grass grows 
rank and dark in the showery England. At the inn 
there was only milk for one cup of tea. When wo 
called for more, the girl brought us three drops. My 
friend was annoyed, who stood for tlie credit of an 
English inn, and still more, the next morning, by the 
dog-cart, sole procurable vehicle, in which we were to 
be sent to Wilton. I engaged the local antiquary, 
Mr. Brown, to go with us to Stonehenge, on our way, 
and show us what ho knew of the “astronomical” 
"and “ sacrificial ” stones. I stood on the last, and he 
pointed to the upright, or rather, inclined stone, 
called tlio “astronomical,” and bade me notice that 
its top ranged with the sky-line. “ Yes.” Very wcU. 
Now, at the summer solstice, the sun rises exactly 
over tlio top of that stone, and, at the Druidical 
temple at Abury, there is also an astronomical stone, 
in tlic .same relative positions. 

In the silence of tradition, this one relation to 
science becomes an important clue; but wo were 
content to leave the problem, with the rocks. Was 
this the “ Giants’ Dance ’ which Merlin brought from 
Killaraus, in Ireland, to be Uther Pendragon’s monu¬ 
ment to the British nobles whom Hengist slaughtered 
here, as Geoffrey of Monmouth relates ? or was it a 
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Eoman work, as Inigo Jones explained to King 
James; or identical in design and style,with the 
East Indian temples pf the sun, as Davies in the 
Celtic Eesear&es maintains! Of all the writers, 
Stukeley is the best. The heroic antiquary, charmed 
with the geometric perfections of his ruin, connects 
it with the oldest monuments and religion of the 
world, and, with the coui-age of his tribe, does not 
stick to say, “ the Deity who made the world by the 
scheme of Stonehenge.” He finds that the eursus^ on 
Salisbury Plain stretches across the downs, like a line 
of latitude upon the globe, and the meridian line of 
Stonehenge passes exactly through the middle of this 
cursus. But here is the high point of tlie theory: 
the Druids had the magnet; laid their couraes by it; 
their cardinal [xiints in Stonehenge, Ambresbury, and 
elsewhere, which vary a little from true east and* 
west, followed the variations of the compass. The 
Druids were Phoenicians. The name of the magnet 
is 'lapis Heradem, and Hercules was the god of the 
Phoenicians. Hercules, in the legend, drew his bow 
at the sun, and the sun-god gave him a golden cup, 
with which he sailed over the ocean. What was this 
but a compass-box! This cup or little boat, in which 
the magnet was made to float on water, and so show 

' Connected with Stonehenge are an avenue and a eurma. 
The avenue is a narrow road of raised eartli, extending 594 yards 
in a straight line from the grand entrance, tlien dividing inlo 
two branches, which lead, severally, to a row of barrows; and 
to the cursm, —an artilically formed flat tract of ground. This 
is half a mile north-east from Stonehenge, bounded by banks and 
ditches, S036 yards long by 110 broad. 
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the north, was probably its first form, before it was 
suspended on a pin. But science was an arcanum, 
and, as Britain was a Phoenician secret, so they kept 
their compass a secret, and it was lost with tlio T 3 aian 
commerce. The golden fleece, again, of Jason, was 
the compass,—a bit of loadstone, easily supposed to 
be the only one in the world, and therefore natur¬ 
ally awakening the cupidity and ambition of the 
young heroes of a maritime nation to join in an 
expedition to obtain possession of this wise stone. 
Hence the fable that the ship Argo was loquacious 
and oracular. There is also some curious coincidence 
in the names. Apollodorus makes Magnes the son 
of ^olus, who maiTied Nais. On hints like these 
Stukeloy builds again the giand colonnade into his¬ 
toric harmony, and computing backward by the known 
Variations of the compass, bravely a8.signs the year 
406 before Christ for the date of the temple. 

For the diificulty of handling and can-ying stones 
of tliis size, the like is done in all cities, every day, 
with no other aid than horse power. I chanced to 
see a year ago men at work on the substructure of a 
house in Bowdoin Square, in Boston, swinging a 
block of granite of the size of the largest of the 
Stonehenge columns with an ordinary derrick. The 
men were common masons, with paddies to help, nor 
did they think they were doing anything remarkable. 
I suppose there were as good men a thousand years 
ago. And we wonder how Stonehenge was built and 
forgotten. After spending half an hour on the spot, 
we set forth in our dog-cart over the downs for 
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Wilton, C. not suppressing some threats and evil omens 
on the proprietors, for keeping these broad plains a 
wretched sheep-walk,, when so many thousands of 
English men were hungry and wanted labour. But 
I heard afterwards that it is not an economy to culti¬ 
vate this land, which only yields one crop on being 
broken up and is then spoiled. 

We came to Wilton and to Wilton Hall,—the re¬ 
nowned scat of the Earls of Pembroke, a house known 
to Shakspeare and Massinger, the frequent homo of 
Sir Philip Sidney where ho wrote the Arcadia ; where 
he conversed with Lord Brooke, a man of deep 
thought, and a jxiet, who caused to be engraved on 
his tombstone, “ Hero lies Pulkc Grevillo Lord Brooke, 
the friend of Sir Philip Sidney.” It is now the pro¬ 
perty of the Earl of Pembroke, and the residence of 
his brother, Sidney Herbert, Esq., and is esteemed a 
noble specimen of the English manor-hall. My friend 
had a letter from Mr. Herbert to liis housekeeper, and 
the house was shown. The state drawing-room is 
a double cube, 30 feet high, by 30 feet wide, by 60 
feet long: the adjoining room is a single cube, of 30 
feet every way. Although these apartments and the 
long library were full of good family portraits, 
Vandykes and other; and though there were some 
good pictures, and a quadrangle cloister full of antique 
and modem statuary,—to which 0., catalogue in hand, 
did all too much justice,—yet the eye was still drawn 
to the windows, to a magnificent lawn, on which grow 
the finest cedars in England. I had not seen more 
charming grounds. We went out, and walked over 
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the estate. We crossed a bridge built by Inigo Jones 
over a stream, of which the gardener did not know 
the name (Qu. Alph ?); watched the deer; climbed to 
the lonely sculptured summer house, on a hill backed 
by a wood; came down into the Italian garden, and 
into a French pavilion, garnished with French busts; 
and so again to the house, where we found a table 
laid for us with bread, meats, peaches, grapes, and 
wine. 

On leaving W^ilton House we took the coach for 
Salisbury. The Cathedral, which was finished 600 
years ago, has even a spruce and modern air, and its 
spire is the highest in England. I know not why, 
but I had been more struck with one of no fame at 
Coventry, wliich rises 300 feet from the ground, with 
the lightness of a mullein-plant, and not at all impli- 
'cated with the church. Salisbury is now esteemed 
the culmination of the Gothic art in England, as the 
buttresses are fully unmasked, and honestly detailed 
from the sides of the pile. The interior of the Cathe¬ 
dral is obstructed by the organ in the middle, acting 
like a screen. I know not why in real architecture 
the hunger of the eye for length of lino is so rarely 
gratified. The rule of art is that a colonnade is more 
beautiful the longer it is, and that ad in/initum. And 
the nave of a church is seldom so long that it need 
be divided by a screen. 

We loitered in the church, outside the choir, whilst 
service was said. Whilst we listened to the organ, 
my friend remarked, the music is good, and yet not 
quite religious, but somewhat as if a monk were pant- 
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ing to some fine Queen of Heaven. C. was unwilling, 
and we did not ask to have the choir shcpvn us, but 
returned to our inn, a,ftor seeing another old church of 
the place. We passed in the train Clarendon Park, 
but could see little but the edge of a wood, though C. 
had wished to pay closer attention to the birthplace of 
the Decrees of Clarendon. -At Bishopstoke we stopped, 
and found Mr. H., who received us ih his carriage, 
and took us to his house at Bishops Waltham. 

On Sunday we had much discourse on a very rainy 
day. My friends asked whether there were any 
Americans It— any with an American idea,—any 
theory of the right future of that country? Thus 
challenged, I bethought myself neither of caucuses 
nor congress, neither of presidents nor of cabinet 
ministers, nor of such as would make of America 
another Europe. I thought only of the simplest and 
purest minds; I said, “Certainly yes:—but those 
who hold it are fanatics of a drc,am winch I should 
hardly care to relate to your English ears, to which 
it miglit be only ridiculous,—and yet it is the only 
tnie.” So I opened the dogma of no-govemment and 
non-resistance, and anticipated the objections and the 
fun, and procured a kind of hearing for it. I sMd, it 
is true that I have never seen in any country a man 
of sufficient valoim to stand for this tnith, and yet it 
is plain to me that no less valour than this can com- 
jnand my respect. I can easily see tlie bankraptcy 
of the vulgar musket-worship,—though great men be 
musket-worsliippers;—and ’tis certain, as God liveth, 
the gun that does not need another gun, the law of 
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love aiiil justice alone, can effect a clean revolution. 
I fancied t,hat one or two of my anecdotes made some 
impression on 0., and I insisted that the manifest 
absurdity of the view to English feasibility could make 
no difference to a gentleman; that as to our secure 
tenure of our mutton-chop and spinage in London or 
in Boston, the soul might quote Talleyrand, “Monsieur, 
je ii’en mis la, nicessM .”' As I had thus taken in 
the conversation the saint’s part, when dinner was 
announced, C. refused to go out before mo,—“he 
was altogether too wicked.” I planted my back 
against the wall, and mu’ host wittily rescued us from 
the dilemma, by saying, ho was the wickedest, and 
would walk out first, then C. followed, and I went 
last. 

On the way to Winchester, whitlicr our host 
dccompanied us in the afternoon, my friends asked 
many questions respecting American landscape, forests, 
houses,—my house, for example. It is not easy, to 
answer these queries well. There I thought, fn 
America, lies nature sleeping, over-growing, almost 
conscious, too much by half for man in the picture, 
and so giving a certain kislesse, like the rank vegeta¬ 
tion of swamps and forests seen at night, steeped in 
dews and rains, which it loves; and on it man seems 
not able to make much impression. There, in that 
groat sloven continent, in high Alleghany pastures, in 
thfc sea-wide, sky-skiitcd prairie, still sloops and mur, 
mura and hides the great mother, long since driven 
away from the trim hedgerows' and over-cultivated 
* Monseigneur, ilfaxU quefexiste.’* 
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gardens of England. And, in England, I am quite too 
sensible of this. Every one is on his good, behaviour, 
and must bo dressedior dinner at six. So I put oil' 
my friends with very inadeqiwto details, as best I 
could. 

Just before entering Winchester, we stopped at tlio 
Church of Saint Cross, and, after looking through the 
quaint antiquity, wo demanded a iriece of bread and 
a draught of beer, which the founder, Henry do Blois, 
in 1136, commanded should be given to every one 
who should ask it at tho gate. Wo had both, from 
the old couple who take care of the church. Some 
twenty people, ovoiy day, they said, make the same 
demand. This hospitality of seven hundred years’ 
standing did not hinder C. from pronouncing a male¬ 
diction on the priest who receives ^2000 a year that 
were meant for tho poor, and spends a pittance on this 
small beer and cnimbs. 

In the Cathedral, I was gratified, at least by the 
rflnple dimensions. Tho length of line exceeds that 
of any other English church; being 556 foot by 2.50 
in breadth of transept. I think I prefer this church 
to all I have soon, except Westminster and York. 
Hero was Canute buried, and hero Alfred tho Groat 
was crowned and bulled, and hero the Saxon kings; 
and, later, in his own church, William of Wykeham. 
It is very old; part of the crypt into which we went 
A)wn and saw the Saxon mid Norman arches of the 
old church on which the present stands, was built 
fourteen or fifteen hundred years ago. Sharon Turner 
says, “ Alfred was buried at Winchester, in the Abbey 
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he had founded there, but his remains were removed 
by Henry ^ I. to the new Abbey in the meadows at 
Hyde, on the northern quarter jof the city, and laid 
under the high altar. The building was destroyed at 
the Reformation, and what is loft of Alfred’s body 
now lies covered by modem buildings, or buried in 
the ruins of the old.”' William of Wykeham’s shrine 
tomb was unlocked for us, and C. took hold of the 
recumbent statue’s marble hands, and patted them 
affectionately, for ho rightly values the bravo man 
who built Windsor, and this Cathedral, and the School 
here, and new College at Oxford. But it was grow¬ 
ing lato in the afternoon. Slowly we left tlie old 
house, and parting with our host, wo took the train 
for London. 


■ History of tUo Anglo-Saxons, i. 699. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

PERSONAL. 

In these comments on an old journey now revised 
aiter seven busy years have much changed men and 
things in England, I have abstained from reference to 
persons, except in the last chapter, and in one or two 
cases where the fame of the parties seemed to have 
given the public a property in all that concerned 
them. I must further allow myself a few notices, if 
only as an acknowledgment of debts that cannot be 
paid. My journeys were cheered by so much kind¬ 
ness from new fricnd.s, that my impression of the 
island is bright with agreeable memories both of 
public societies and of households; and, what is no¬ 
where better found than in England, a cultivated 
person fitly surrounded by a happy home, “with 
honour, love, obedience, troops of fricnd.s,” is of all 
institutions the best. At the landing in Eiverpool I 
found my Manchester correspondent awaiting me, a 
gentleman whose kind reccirtion was followed by a 
train of friendly and effective attentions which never 
rested whilst I remained in the country. A man of 
sense and of letters, the editor of a powerful local 
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journal, lie added to solid virtues an infinite sweet¬ 
ness and lonlummie. There seemed a pool of honey 
about his heart which luhiicated all his speech and 
action with fine jets of mead. An equal good fortune 
attended many later accidents of my journey, until 
the sincerity of English kindness ceased to surprisa 
My visit fell in the fortunate days when Mr. Bancroft 
was the American Minister in London, and at his 
house, or through his good offices, 1 had easy access 
to excellent persons and to privileged places. At the 
house of Mr. Carlyle I met persons eminent in society 
and in letters. The privileges of the Athenmum and 
of the Iloform Clubs wore hospitably opened to mo, 
and I found ranch advantage in the circles of the 
“Geologic,” the “Antiquarian,” and the “Eoyal 
Societies.” Every day in London gave me new oppor¬ 
tunities of meeting men and women who give splen¬ 
dour to society. I saw Eogers, Hallam, Macaulay, 
Milnos, Milman, Barry Cornwall, Dickens, Thackeray, 
Tennyson, Leigh Hunt, DTsraoli, Helps, Wilkinson, 
Bailey, Kenyon, and Forster; the younger poets, 
Clough, Arnold, and Patmore; and, among the men 
of science, Eobert Brown, Owen, Sedgwick, Faraday, 
Buckland, Lyell, Do la Boche, Hooker, Carpenter, 
Babbage, and Edward Forbes. It was my privilege 
also to converse with Miss Baillic, with Lady Morgan, 
with Mrs. Jameson, and Mrs. Somerville. A finer 
hospitality made many private houses not less knows 
and dear. It is not in distinguished circles that 
wisdom and elevated characters are usually found, or, 
if found, not confined thereto; and my recollections 
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of the best hours go hack to private conversations in 
different parts of the kingdom, with persons little 
known. Nor am I insensible to the courtesy which 
frankly opened to me some noble mansions, if I do 
not adorn my page with their names. Among the 
privileges of London I recall with pleasure two or 
three single days, one at;Kow, where Sir William 
Hooker showed mo all the riches of the vast botanic 
garden; one at the Museum, where Sir Charles I’el- 
lowes explained in detail the history of his Ionic 
trophy-monument; and still another, on which Mr. 
Owen accompanied my countryman Mr. H. and my¬ 
self through the H>mterian Museum. 

The like frank hospitality, bent on real service, I 
found among the groat and the humble, wlierever 1 
went: in Birmingham, in Oxford, in Leicester, in 
Nottingham, in Sheffield, in Manchester, in LiverpooJ. 
At Edinburgh, through the kindness of Dr. Samuel 
Brown, I made the acquaintance of Do Quincoy, of 
lA)rd Jeffrey, of Wilson, of Mi-s. Ci'owe, of the Messrs. 
Cliambers, and of a man of high character and genius, 
the short-lived painter, David Scott. 

At Amblcsido, in March 1848, 1 was for a couple 
of days the giiest of Miss Martinoau, then newly 
returned from her Egyptian tour. On Sunday after¬ 
noon I accompanied her to Eydal Mount. And, as I 
have recorded a visit to Wordsworth many years be- 
^re, I must not forget this second interview. We 
found Mr. Wonlsworth asleep on the sofa He was 
at first silent and indisposed, as an old man suddenly 
waked, before he had ended his nap; but soon became 
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full of talk on the French news. He was nationally 
bitter on the French: bitter on Scotchmen too. No 
Scotchman, he said, can write English. He detailed 
the two models, on one or the other of which all the 
sentences of the historian Robertson are framed. Nor 
could Jeffrey nor the Edinburgh Reviewers write 
English, nor can * * *, wljo is a pest to the English 
tongue. Incidentally he added. Gibbon cannot write 
English. The Edinburgh Review wrote what would 
tell and what would sell. It had however changed 
the tone of its literary criticism from the time when 
a certain letter was written to the editor by Coleridge. 
Mrs. W. had the Editor’s answer in her possession. 
Tennyson he thinks a right poetic genius, though with 
some affectation. Ho had thought an elder brother 
of Tennyson at first the better poet, but must now 
reckon Alfred the true one. ... In speaking of I 
know not what style, ho said “to bo sure, it was the 
manner, but then you know the matter always comes 
out of the manner.” ... He thought Rio Janeiro tire 
best place in the world for a great capital city. . . . 
We talked of English national character. I told him, 
it was not creditable that no one in all the country 
knew anything of Thomas Taylor, the Platonist, whilst 
in every American library his translations are found. 
I said, if Plato’s Republic were published in England 
as a new book today, do you think it would find any 
readers 1—he confessed it would not: “and yet,”h^ 
added after a p.ause, with that complacency which 
never deserts a tnie-bom Englishman, “and yet we 
have embodied it all.” 
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His opinions of French, English, Irish, and Scotch, 
seemed rashly formulised from little anecdotes of 
what had befallen himself and members of tis family, 
in a diligence or stage-coach. His face sometimes 
lighted up, but his conversation was not marked by 
special force or elevation. Yet perhaps it is a high 
compliment to the cultivation of the English generally, 
when we find such a man not distinguished. He had 
a hoiilthy look, with a weather-beaten face, his face 
cornigated, especially the large nose. 

Miss Martineau, who lived near him, praised him 
to me, not for his poetry, but for thrift and economy; 
for having afforded to his country neighbours an 
example of a modest household, where comfort and 
culture were secured without any display. She said 
that in his early housekeeping at the cottage where 
he first lived, he was accustomed to offer his friends 
bread and plainest fare; if they wanted anything more 
they must pay liim for their board. It was the rule 
of the house. I replied, that it evinced English pluck 
more th.au any anecdote I knew. A gentleman in the 
neighbourhood told the story of Walter Scott’s staying 
once tor a week with Word.sworth, and slipping out 
every day, under pretence of a walk, to the Swan Inn, 
for a cold cut and jiorter; and one day passing with 
Wordsworth the inn, he was betrayed by the land¬ 
lord’s asking him if ho had come for his porter. Of 
^m'se, this trait would have another look in London, 
and there you will hear from different literary men 
that Wordsworth had no personal friend, that he was 
not amiable, that he was parsimonious, etc. Landor, 
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always generous, says that he never praised anybody. 
A gentleman in London showed me a watch that once 
belonged bo Milton, whose initials are engraved on its 
face. He said he once showed this to Wordsworth, 
w^ho took it in one hand, then drew out his own 
watch, and held it up with the other, before the 
company, but no one making the expected remark, 
ho put back his oto in silence. I do not attach 
much importance to tho disparagement of Words¬ 
worth among London scholars. Who reads him well 
will know, that in following the strong bent of his 
genius he was careless of the many, careless also of 
the few, self-assured that ho should “ create the taste 
by which he is to be enjoyed.” He lived long enough 
to witness the revolution ho had wrought, and “ to 
see what ho foresaw.” There are torpid places in his 
mind, there is something hanl and sterile in liis poetry, 
want of grace and variety, want of due catholicity and 
cosmopolitan scope: he had conformities to English 
politics and traditions; he had egotistic puerilities fii 
tlio choice and treatment of his subjects; but let us 
say of him that, alone in his time, he treated the 
human mind well, and with an absolute trust. His 
adherence to his poetic creed rested on real inspira¬ 
tions. The Ode on Immortality is the high-water¬ 
mark which the intellect has reached in this age. 
New moans were employed, and new realms added to 
the empire of tho muse, by Ms courage. .t 
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RESULT. 

Englakd is the best of actual nations. It is no 
ideal framework, it is an old pile built in different 
ages, with repairs, additions, and makeshifts; hut 
you see the poor best you have got. London is the 
epitome of our times, and the Rome of to4ay. Broad- 
fronted broad-bottomed Teutons, they stand in sohd 
[dialanx four square to the points of compass; they, 
constitute the modern world, they have earned their 
vantage-ground, and held it through ages of adverse 
poasession. They are well marked and differing from 
other leading races. England is tender-hearted. 
Rome was not. England is not so public in its bias; 
private life is its place of honour. Truth in private 
life, untruth in public, marks these home-loving 
men. Their political conduct is not decided by 
general views, but by internal intrigues and personal 
and family interest. They cannot readily see beyond 
^gland. The history of Rome and Greece, when 
written by their scholars, degenerates into English 
party pamphlets. They cannot sec beyond England, 
nor in England can they transcend the interests of 
VOL. IV. R 
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the governing classes. “Englisli principles” moan a 
primary regard to the interests of property. England, 
Scotland, and Ireland, combine to check the colonies. 
England and Scotland combine to check Irish manu¬ 
factures and trade. England rallies at home to chock 
Scotland. In England, the strong classes check the 
weaker. In the home -'population of near tliirty 
millions, there aro but one million voters. The 
Church punishes dissent, punishes educatiom Down 
to a late day marriages performed by dissenters were 
illegal. A bitter class-legislation gives power to those 
who are rich enough to buy a law. The game-laws 
are a proverb of oppression. Pauperism incrusts and 
clogs the state, and in hard times becomes hideous. 
In bad seasons tho porridge was diluted. Multi¬ 
tudes lived miserably by shell-fish and sea-ware. In 
cities, the children are trained to beg until they shall 
bo old enough to rob. Men and women were con¬ 
victed of poisoning scores of children for burial fees. 
In Irish districts men deteriorated in size and shafe, 
the nose sunk, the gums were exposed, with diminished 
brain and brutal form. During the Australian emi¬ 
gration, multitudes were rejected by the commis¬ 
sioners as being too emaciated for useful colonists. 
During the Russian war fow of those that offered as 
recruits were found up to the medical standard, though 
it had been^educed. 

• The foreign policy of England, though ambitioes 
and lavish of money, has not often been generous or 
just. It has a principal regard to the interest of 
trade, checked however by the aristocratic bias of the 
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ambassador, which usually puts him in sympathy with 
the continental Courts. It sanctioned the partition 
of Poland, it betrayed Genoa, Sicily, Parga, Greece, 
Turkey, Eome, and Hungary. 

Some public regards tliey have. They have 
abolished slavery in the West Indies, and put an end 
to human sacrifices in the East. At home they have 
a certain statute hospitality. England keeps open 
doors, as a trading country must, to all nations. It 
is one of their fixed ideas, and wratlifully supported 
by their laws in unbroken sequence for a thousand 
years. In Magna Charta it was ordained, that all 
“mercliants shall have safe and secure condirct to go 
out and come into England, and to stay there, and to 
pass as well by land as by water, to buy and sell by 
the ancient allowed customs, without any evil toll, 
except in time of war, or when they shall be of anj^ 
nation at war witli ns.” It is a statute and obliged 
hospitality, and peremptorily maintained. But this 
shep-rule had one magnificent cfl'ect. It extends its 
cold unalterable courtesy to political exiles of every 
opinion, and is a fact which might give additional 
light to that portion of the planet soon from the 
faithost star. But this perfunctory hospitality puts 
no sweetness into their unaccommodating manners, 
no check on that puissant nationality which makes 
their existence incompatible with all that is not 
{^ngh'sL 

What we must say about a nation is a superficial 
dealing with symptoms. We cannot go deep enough 
into the biography of the spirit who never throws 
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himself entire into one hero, but delegates his energy 
in parts or spasms to vicious and defective individuals. 
But the wealth of the source is ^een in the plenitude 
of English nature. What variety of power and talent; 
what facility and plenteousness of knighthood, lord- 
ship, ladyship, royalty, loyalty; what a proud chivalry 
is indicated in “Collins’4 Peerage,” through eight 
hundred years! What dignity resting on what reality 
and stoutness! What coiuage in war, what sinew in 
labour, what cunning workmen, what inventors and 
engineers, what seamen and pilots, what clerks and 
scholars! No one man and no few men can represent 
them. It is a people of myriad personalities. Their 
many-headodness is owing to the advantageous posi¬ 
tion of the middle class, who are always the source of 
letters and science. Hence the vast plenty of their 
{esthetic production. As they are many-headed, so 
they are many-nationed: their colonisation annexes 
archipelagoes and continents, and their speech seems 
destined to be the universal language of men. I hawe 
noted the reserve of power in the English temperament 
In the island they never let out all the length of all 
the reins, there is no Berserkir rage, no abandonment 
or ecstasy of will or intellect, like tliat of the Arabs 
in the time of Mahomet, or like that which intoxicated 
France in 1789. But who would see the uncoiling of 
that tremendous spring, the explosion of their well- 
husbanded forces, must follow the swarms whisfe., 
pouring now for two hundred years from the British 
islands, have sailed, and rode, and traded, and planted, 
through all climates, mainly following the belt of 
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empire, the temperate zones, carrying the Saxon seed, 
with its instinct for liberty and law, for arts and for 
thought,—acquiring under some skies a more electric 
energy than the native air allows,—to the conquest 
of the globe. Their colonial policy, obeying the 
necessities of a vast empire, has become liberal. 
Canada and Australia haVfe been contented rvith sub¬ 
stantial independence. They are expiating the wrongs 
of India, by benefits; first, in works for tlie irrigation 
of the peninsula, and roads and telegraphs; and 
secondly, in the instruction of the people, to qualify 
them for self-government, when the British power 
shall he finally called home. 

Their mind is in a state of arrested development,— 
a divine cripple like Vulcan; a blind mant like Huber 
and Sanderson. They do not occupy themselves on 
matters of general ami lasting import, hut on a cor¬ 
poreal civilisation, on goods that perish in the using. 
But they read with good intent, and what they leant 
(hey incarnate. The English mind turns every ab¬ 
straction it can receive into a portable utensil, or a 
working institution. Such is their tenacity, and such 
their practical turn, that they hold all they gain. 
Hence we say that only the English race can be 
tiusted with freedom,—freedom which is double-edged 
and dangerous to any hut the wise and robust The 
English designate the kingdoms emulous of free insti¬ 
tutions as the sentimental nations. Their culturti is 
not an outside vamisli, but is tliorough and secular in 
families and the race. They are oppressive with then- 
temperament^ and all the more that they are refined. 



246 


ENGLISH TEAITS. 


[ohAp. 


I have sometimes seen them walk with my country¬ 
men when I was forced to allow them every advantage, 
and their companions seemed b»gs of hones. 

There is cramp limitation in their habit of thought, 
sleepy routine, and a tortoise’s instinct to hold hard 
to the ground with his claws, lost he should bo thrown 
on his back. There is a dbag of inertia which resists 
reform in every shape;—^law-reform, army-reform, ex¬ 
tension of suB'rage, Jewish francliise. Catholic emanci¬ 
pation,—the abolition of slavery, of impressment, 
penal code, and entails. They praise this di-ag, under 
the formula that it is the excellence of the British 
constitution that no law can anticipate the public 
opinion. Those poor tortoises must hold hard, for 
they feel no wings sprouting at their shoulders. Yet 
somewh.at divine warms at their heart, and waits a 
happier hour. It hides in their sturdy wiU. “ WiU,” 
said tlie old philosophy, “ is the measure of power,” 
and personality is the token of this race. Quid vuU 
valdemlt. What they do they do with a will. Yo'h 
cannot account for their success by their Christianity, 
commerce, charter, common law. Parliament, or letters, 
but by the contumacious sharp-tongued energy of 
Englisih minrd, with a poise impossible to disturb, 
which makes all these its instruments. They are slow 
and reticent, and are like a dull good horse which lets 
every nag pass him, but with whip and spur will run 
down every racer in tho field. They arc right in their. 
feeling, though wrong in their speculation. 

The feudal system survives in the steep inequality 
of property and privilege, in tho limited franchise, in 
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the social barriers which confine patronage and pro¬ 
motion to a caste, and still more in the submissive 
ideas pervading thesp people. The fagging of the 
schools is repeated in the social classes. An English¬ 
man shows no mercy to those below him in the social 
scale, as ho looks for none from those above him; any 
forbearance from his superiors surprises him, and they 
suffer in his good opinion. But the feudal system 
can be seen with loss pain on large historical grounds. 
It was pleaded in mitigation of the rotten borough 
that it worked well, that substantial justice was done. 
Fox, Burke, Pitt, Erskine, Wilberforco, Sheridan, 
Romilly, or whatever national man, were by this 
means sent to Parliament, when their return by large 
constituencies would have been doubtful. So now 
wo say, that the right measures of England are the 
men it bred; that it has yielded more able men in five 
hundred years than any other nation; and, though 
we must not play Providence, and balance the chances ‘ 
of producing ten great men against the comfort of 
ten thousand mean men, yet retrospectively we may 
strike the balance, and prefer one Alfred, one Shak- 
speare, ono Milton, ono Sidney, one Raleigh, one 
Wellington, to a million foolish democrats. 

The American system is more democratic, more 
humane; yet the American people do not yield better 
or more able men, or more inventions or hooks or 
benefits than the English. Congress is not wisen or 
better than Parliament. France has abolished its 
suffocating old rdrjme, but is not recently marked by 
any more wisdom or virtue. 
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The power of performance has not been exceeded, 
—the creation of value. The English have given 
importance to individuals, a pijncipal end and fruit 
of every society. Every man is allowed and encour¬ 
aged to be what he is, and is guarded in the indul¬ 
gence of his whim. “Magna Charta,” said Rushworth, 
“is such a fellow that hi will have no sovereign.” 
By this general activity, and by this sacredness of 
individuals, they have in seven hundred years evolved 
the principles of freedom. It is the land of patriots, 
martyrs, sages, and bards j and if the ocean out of 
which it emerged should wash it away, it will be 
remembered as an island famous for immortal laws, 
for the announcements of original right wluch make 
the stone tables of liberty. 
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CHAPTER XIX. ■ 

SPEECH AT MANCHESTEK. 

A EEW days after my arrival at Manchester, in 
November 1847, the Manchester Athensum gave its 
annual Banquet in the Free Trade Hall. With other. 
guests, 1 was iuvited to bo present, and to address the 
company. In looking over recently a newspaper rer 
port of my rcmark.s, I incline to reprint it, as fitly 
expressing the fooling with which I entered Fmgland^ 
and which agrees well enough with the more deliber¬ 
ate results of better acquaintance recorded in the 
foregoing pages. Sir Archibald Alison, the historian, 
presided, and opened the meeting with a speech. He 
was followed by Mr. Cobdeu, Lord Brackley, and 
others, among whom was Mr. Cruiksliank, one of the 
contributors to “Pimch.” Mr. Dickens’s letter of 
apology for his absence was read. Mr. Jcrrold, who 
had been announced, did not appear. On being in¬ 
troduced to the meeting 1 said,— 

Mr. Chairman and Gentlemen—It is pleasant 'to 
me to meet this great and brilliant company, and 
doubly pleasant to see the faces of so many distin¬ 
guished persons on this platform. But I have known 
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all these persons already. When I was at home they 
were as near to mo as they are to you. The argu¬ 
ments of the League and its kader are known to all 
tlic friends of free trade. The gaieties and genius, 
the political, the social, the parietal wit of “Punch,” 
go duly every fortnight to every hoy and girl in 
Boston and Now York. 'Sir, when I came to sea, I 
foimd the “History of Europe”' on the ship’s cabin 
table, the property of the captain;—a sort of pro¬ 
gramme or play-bill to tell the seafaring Now Eng¬ 
lander what he shall find on his landing here. And 
as for Dombey, sir, there is no land where paper exists 
to print on, where it is not found; no man who can 
read, that does not read it, and, if ho cannot, he finds 
some charitable i)air of eyes that can, and hears it. 

But these things are not for mo to say; these 
'compliments, though true, would bettor come from 
one who felt and understood these merits more. I 
am not hero to exchange civilities with you, but rather 
to speak of that which I am sure interests these gentle¬ 
men more than their own praises; of that which is 
good in holidays and working-days; the same in one 
century and in another century. That which lures a 
solitary American in the woods with the wish to see 
England, is the moral peculiarity of the Saxon race,— 
its commanding sense of right and wrong,—the love 
and devotion to that,—^this is the imperial trait, which 
ahns them with the sceptre of the globe. It is Aie 
which lies at the foundation of that aristocratic cliar- 
acter, which certainly wanders into strange vagaries, 
* Hy Sir A. Alison. 
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SO that its origin is often lost sight of, hut which, if it 
should lose this, would find itself paralysejl ; and in 
trade, and in the mechanic’s shop, gives that honesty 
in performance, that thoroughness and solidity of 
work, which is a national characteristic. This con¬ 
science is one clement, and the other is that loyal 
adhesion, that habit of friendship, that homage of man 
to man, ninning through all classes,—the electing of 
worthy persons to a certain fraternity, to acts of 
kindness and warm and st.aimch support, from year 
to year, from youth to age,—which is alike lovely and 
honourable to those wdio render and those who receive 
it;—which stands in strong contrast with the super¬ 
ficial attachments of other races, their excessive 
courtesy and short-lived connection. 

You will think me very pedantic, gentlemen, but, 
holiday though it be, I have not the smallest interesf 
in any holiday, except as it celebrates real and not 
pretended joys; and I think it just, in this time of 
gl(»om and commercial disaster, of afilietion .and beg- 
gaiy in these districts, that, on these very accounts I 
speak of, you should not fail to keep your literary anni¬ 
versary. I seem to hear yon s.ay, that, for all that is 
come and gone yet, we will not reduce by one chaifiet 
or one oak leaf the braveries of oim amiual feast For 
I must toll you, I was given to understand in my 
cliildhood, that the British island from wliich my 
forefathers came, was no lotus-garden, no paradise of 
serene sky, and roses and music and merriment all the 
year round; no, but a cold, foggy, mournful country, 
where nothjng grew well in the open air but robust 
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men and virtuous women, and these of a wonderful 
fibre and,endurance; that their best parts were slowly 
revealed ; their virtues did not come out until they 
quarrelled ; they did not strike twelve the first time; 
good lovers, good haters, and you could know little 
about them till you had seen them long, and little 
good of them till you hai seen them in action; that 
in prosperity they were moody and dumpish, but in 
adversity they were grand. Is it not true, sir, that 
the wise ancients did not praise the ship parting with 
flying colours from the port, but only that brave sailer 
which came back with tom sheets and battered sides, 
stript of her bannoi-s, but liaving ridden out the storm 1 
And so, gentlemen, I feel in regard to this aged Eng¬ 
land, with the po.sscssions, honours and trophies, and 
also with the infinnitics of a thousand years gathering 
around her, irretrievably eommitted as she now is to 
many old customs which cannot be suddenly changed; 
pressed upon by the transitions of trade, and new and 
all incalculable modes, fabrics, arts, machines, hnd 
competing populations,—I see her not dispirited, not 
weak, but well remembering that she has seen dark 
days before;—indeed, with a kind of instinct that she 
secs a little better in a cloudy day, and that in storm 
of battle and calamity she has a secret vigour and 
a pulse like a cannon. I see her in her old age, 
not decrepit, but young, and still daring to believe in 
her power of endurance and expansion. Seeing (hit, 
I say. All hail I mother of niitions, mother of heroes, 
with strength still eqiial to the time; still wise to 
entertain and swift to execute the policy which the 
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mind and heart of mankind requires in the present 
hour, and thus only hospitable to the forci^er, and 
truly a home to the thoughtful and generous who are 
born in tho soil. So be it 1 so let it be! If it be not 
so, if the courage of England goes with the chances 
of a commercial crisis, I will go back to tho capes of 
Massachusetts, and my own Indian stream, and say 
to my countrymen, the old race are all gone, and the 
elasticity and hope of mankind must henceforth re¬ 
main on the Alleghany ranges, or nowhere. 




KEPEESENTATIVE MEN 


SEVEN LECTURES 




r. 


USES OF GREAT MEN. 

It is natnral to bcliere in great men. If the com¬ 
panions of our childhood should turn out to he heroes, 
and their condition regal, it would not surprise us. 
All mythology opens with demigods, and the circum¬ 
stance is high and poetic; that is, their genius is 
paramount. In the legends of the Gautama, the first 
men ate the earth, and found it deliciously sweet. 

Nature seems to exist for the excellent. The 
w«rld is upheld hy the veracity of good men; tliey 
make the earth wholesome. They who lived with 
them found life glad and nutritions. Life is sweet 
and tolerahle only in our hclief in such society; and, 
actually or ideally, we manage to live with superiors. 
We call our children and our lands hy their names. 
Their names are wrought into the verbs of language, 
their works and effigies are in our houses, and every 
ci*cumstanco of tlie day recalls an anecdote of them. 

The search after the great is the dream of youth, 
and the most serious occupation of manhood. We 
travel into foreign parte to find his works,—if pos- 
VOL, IV. s 
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sible, to get a glimpse of him. But we are put off 
with fortune instead. You say, the English are 
practical; the Germans are hqspitable; in Valencia, 
the climate is delicious; and in the hills of the 
Sacramento, there is gold for the gathering. Yes, 
but I do not travel to find comfortable, rich, and 
hospitable people, or clear'sky, or ingots that cost too 
much. But if tlicre were any magnet that would 
point to the countries and houses where are the 
persons who are intrinsically rich and powerful, I 
would sell all, and buy it, and pnt myself on the road 
to-day. 

The race goes with us on their credit. The know¬ 
ledge, that in the city is a man who invented the 
railroad, raises the credit of all the citizens. But 
enormous populations, if they be beggars, are disgust¬ 
ing, like moving cheese, like hills of ants, or of fleas 
—the more, the worse. 

Our religion is the love and cherislung of these 
patrona The gods of fable are tlie shining moments 
of great men. We run all our vessels into one mould. 
Our colossal theologies of Judaism, Christism, Bud¬ 
dhism, Mahometism, are the necessary and structural 
action of the human mind. The student of history 
is like a man going into a warehouse to buy cloths or 
carpeta He fancies he has a new article. If he go 
to the factory, he shall find that his new stuff still 
repeats the scrolls and rosettes which are found *on 
the interior walls of the pyramids of Thebea Our 
theism is the purification of the human mind. Man 
can paint, or make, or think nothing but man. He 
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believes that the great material elements had their 
origin from his thought. And our philosophy finds 
one essence collected yr distributed. 

If now we proceed to inquire into the kinds of 
service wo derive from others, let us bo warned of 
the danger of modern studies, and begin low enough. 
Wo must not coiilenil .against love, or deny the sub¬ 
stantial existence of other pcoide. I know not what 
would happen to us. Wc have social strengths. Our 
affection towards others creates a sort of vantage or 
purchase which nothing will supply. I can do that 
by another which I cannot do alone. I can say to 
you what I cannot first say to myself. Other men 
are lenses through which wo road our own minds. 
Each man seeks those of different qmdity from his 
own, and such as are good of their kind ; that is, he 
seeks other men, and the utherest. The stronger the 
nature, the more it is reactive. Let us have the 
qimlity pure. A little genius lot us leave alone. A 
main difference betwixt men i.s, whether they attend 
their own affair or not. Man is that noble Sndogenousii 
plant which grows, like the palm, from within out-J 
ward. His own affair, though impossible to others, 
he can open with celerity and in, sport It is easy 
to sugar to be sweet, and to nitre to be salt We 
take a great deal of pains to waylay and entrap that 
which of itself will fall into our hands. I count him 
a great man who inhabits a higher sphere of thought, 
into which other men rise with labour and difficulty; 
he has but to open his eyes to see things in a true 
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light, and in large relations; whilst they must make 
painful corrections, and keep a vigilant eye on many 
sources ok' error. His servicej to us is of like sort. 
It costs a beautiful pei-son no exertion to paint her 
imago on our eyes; yet how splendid is that benefit! 
It costs no more for a wise soul to convey his quality 
to other men. And every one can do his best thing 
easiest “Fm de moijens, beancMp d’effft." He is great 
who is what ho is from nature, and who never reminds 
us of others. 

But ho must ho related to us, and our life receive 
from him some promise of ex])lanation. I cannot tell 
what I would know; but I have observed there are 
persons who, in their character and actions, answer 
questions which I have not skill to put One man 
answers some q>icstion which none of his contempo¬ 
raries put, and is isolated. The past and passing 
religions and philosophies answer some other question. 
Certain men afl'cet us as rich possibilities, but helpless 
to themselves and to their times,—the sport, perhaps, 
of some instinct that rules in the air;—they do not 
speak to our want But the great arc near; we know 
them at sight They satisfy expectation, and fall into 
place. What is good is effective, generative; . makes 
for itself room, food, and allies. A sound apple pro¬ 
duces seed,—a hybrid does not Is a man in his 
place, ho is constnictive, fertile, magnetic, inundating 
armies with his pimpose, which is thus executed. Uho 
river makes its orvn shores, and each legitimate idea 
makes its own channels and welcome,—harvests for 
food, institutions for expression, weapons to fight with. 
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and disciples to explain it. The true artist has tlie 
planet for his pedestal; the adventurer, after years 
of strife, has nothing I^roador than his own shoes. 

Our common discourse respects two kinds of use 
or service from sujicrior mem Direct giving is 
agreeable to the early belief of men; direct giving of 
material or metaphysical ‘aid, as of health, eternal 
youth, fine senses, arts of healing, magical power and 
prophecy. The boy believes there is a teacher who 
can sell him wisdom. Ohurchos believe in imputed 
merit. But, in strictness, we are not much cognisant 
of direct serving. Man is endogenous, and education 
is his unfolding. The aid we have from othei-s is 
mechanical, compared with the discoveries of nature 
in us. What is thus learned is delightful in the doing, 
and the effect remains. Eight ethics arc central, 
and go from the soul outward. Gift is contrary to 
the law of the universe. Serving others is serving 
us. I must absolve mo to m 3 fself. “Mind thy 
aflirir,” says the spirit: “coxcomb, would you meddle 
with the skies, or with other people 1” Indirect 
service is left Men have a pictorial or representa¬ 
tive quality, and serve us in the intellect Behmon 
and Swedenborg saw that things were representative. 
Men are also representative; first, of things, and 
secondly, of idcius. 

As plants convert the minerals into food for 
aniftials, so each miui converts some raw material in 
nature to human use. The inventors of fire, electricity, 
magnetism, iron, lead, glass, linen, silk, cotton; the 
makers of tools; the inventor of decimal notation; 
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the geometer; the engineer; the musician,—severally 
make an easy way for all, through unknown and 
impossible confusions. Each pan is, by secret lik¬ 
ing, connected with some district of nature, whose 
agent and interpreter -he is, as Linna;us, of plants; 
Huber, of bees; Fries, of lichens; Van Mons, of pears; 
Dalton, of atomic forms;'Euclid, of lines; Newton, 
of fluxions. 

A man is a centre for mature, nmning out threads 
of relation through every thing, fluid and solid, 
material and "elemental. The earth rolls; every clod 
and stone comes to the mcridi.in; so every organ, 
function, acid, crystal, grain of dust, has its relation 
to the brain. It waits long, but its turn comes. 
Each plant has its jiarasile, and each created thing 
its lover and poet Justice has already been done to 
steam, to iron, to wood, to coal, to loadstone, to iodine, 
to com, and cotton; but how few materials are yet 
used by our arts! The mass of creatures and of 
qualities are still hid and e.vpcctant It would seem 
as if each waited, like the enchanted princess in fairy 
talcs, for a destined human deliverer. Each must be 
disenchanted, and walk forth to the day in human 
shape. In the history of discovery, the ripe and 
latent truth seems to have fashioned a brain for itself. 
A magnet must bo made man in some Gilbert, or 
Swedenborg, or Oersted, before tlie general mind can 
come to entertain its powers. 

If we limit ourselves tothelirst advantages;—a 
sober grace adheres to the mineral and botanic 
kingdoms, which, in the highest moments, comes up 
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as the charm of nature,—the glitter of the spar, the 
sureness of affinity, the veracity of angles. Light 
and darkness, heat aqd cold, hunger and fbod, sweet 
•and sour, solid, liquirl, and gas, circle us round in a 
wreath of pleasures, and, by their agreeable quairel, 
beguile tlic day of life. The eye repeats every day 
the first eulogy on things—“He saw that they wore 
good.” We laiow where to find them; and these 
performers are relished all the more after a little 
experience of the pretending races. We are entitled, 
also, to higlier advantages. Something is wanting to 
science, until it has been humanised. The table of 
logarithms is one thing, and its vital play in botany, 
music, optics, and arcliitecture, another. There are 
advancement? to numbem, anatomy, architecture, 
astronomy, little su-spccted at fimt, when, by union 
with intellect and will, they ascend into the life, and 
rea])pear in conversation, character, and politics. 

But this comes later. We speak now only of our 
acquaintance with them in their own sphere and the 
way in which they seem to fascinate and draw to them 
some genius who occupies himself with one thing all 
his life long. The possibility of interpretation lies in 
the identity of the observer with the observed. Each 
material thing has its celestial side; has its transla¬ 
tion, through humanity, into the spiritual and neces¬ 
sary sphere, where it plays a part as indestructible 
as, any other. And to these, their cuds, all things 
continually ascend. The gases gather to the solid 
firmament; the cheinic lump arrives at the plant, and 
grows; arrives at the quadruped, and walks; arrives 



264 KEPEESENTATIVE MEN. [l. 

at the man, and thinks. l!ut also the constituency 
determines the vote of the representative. He is not 
only representative, but participant. Like can only 
be known by like. The reason why he knows about 
them is, that he is of them; he has just come out of 
nature, or from being a part of that thing. Animated 
chlorine knows of chlorine, and incarnate zinc of 
zinc. Their quality makes his career; and ho can 
variously publish their virtues, because they compose 
him. Man, made of the dust of the world, does not 
forget his origin; and all that is yet inanimate will 
one day speak and reason. Unpublished nature will 
have its whole secret told. Shall we say that quartz 
mountains will pulverise into innumerable Werners, 
Von Bucks, and Beaumonts; and the laboratory of 
the atmosphere holds in solution I know not what 
Berzeliuses and Davys 'I 

Thus, we ait by the lire, and take hold on the 
poles of the earth. This quad omnipresence supplies 
the imbecility of our condition. In one of tho^e 
celestial days, when heaven and earth meet and adorn 
each other, it seems a poverty that we can only spend 
it once; wo wish for a thousand heads, a thousand 
bodies, that we mi^ht celebrate its immense beauty 
in many ways and places. Is this fancy! Well, in 
good faith, w-e are multiplied by our proxies. How 
easily wo adopt their labours! Every ship that comes 
to America got its chart from Columbus. Evqyy 
novel is a debtor to Homer. Every carpenter who 
shaves with a foreplane borrows the genius of a 
forgotten inventor. Life is girt all round with a 
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zodiac of sciences, the contributions of men who have 
perished to add their point of light to our sky. 
Engineer, broker, jurist, physician, moralist, theo¬ 
logian, and OTcry man, inasmuch as. ho has any 
science, is a dofincr and map-maker of the latitudes 
and longitudes of our condition. These road-makers 
on every hand enrich us. *. Wo must extend the area 
of life, and multiply our relations. Wo are as raueh 
gainers by finding a new property in the old earth as 
by acfpiiring a now planet. 

We are too passive in the reception of these 
material or somi-matcrial aids. We must not be 
sacks and Stomachs. To ascend one step,—wo are 
better served through our sympathy. Activity is 
contagious. Looking where othoi’s look, and con¬ 
versing with the same tilings, we catch the chann 
which lured them. Napoleon said, “ You must not 
fight too often with one enemy, or you will teach him 
all your art of war.” Talk much with any man of 
vigorous mind, and wo acquire very fast the habit of 
looking at things in the same light, and, on each 
occurrence, wo anticipate his thought. 

Men are helpful through the intellect and the 
affections. Other help, I find a false appearance. 
If you affect to give me broad and fire, 1 ixrrceive 
that I pay for it the full price, and at last it leaves 
me as it found me, ireithcr better nor worse: but all 
msntal and moral force is a positive good. It goes 
out from yon, whether you will or not, and profits 
me whom you never thought of. I cannot even hear 
of personal vigour of any kind, great power of per- 
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formanco, without fresh resolution. Wo are emulous 
of all that man can do. Cecil’s saying of Sir Walter 
Raleigh, “I know that he cap toil terribly,” is an 
electric touch. So are Clarendon’s portraits,—of 
Hampden; “ who was of an industry and vigilance 
not to bo tired out or wearied by the most laborious, 
and of parts not to be imposed on by the most subtle 
and sharp, and of a personal courage equal to his 
best parts,”—of Falkland; “who was so severe an 
adorer of truth, that he could as easily have given 
himself leave to steal, as to dissemble.” Wo cannot 
re!id Plutarch, without a tingling of the blood; and 
I accept the saying of the Chinese Mencius; “ A sage 
is the instructor of a hundred ages. When the 
manners of Loo are heard of, the stupid become 
intelligent, and the wavering determined.” 

.■ This is the moral of biography; yet it is hard for 
departed men to touch the quick like our own com¬ 
panions, whoso names may not last as long. What 
is he whom I never think of? whilst in every 
solitude are those who succour our genius, and stimu¬ 
late us in wonderful manners. There is a power in 
love to divkic another’s destiny better than that other 
can, and, by heroic encouragements, hold him to his 
task. What has friendship so signal as its sublime 
attraction to whatever virtue is in usl We will 
never more think cheaply of ourselves, or of life. We 
are piqued to some purpose, and the industry of the 
diggers on the railroad will not again shame us. 

Under tliis head, too, falls that homage, very pure, 
as I think, which all ranks pay to the hero of the 
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day, from Coriolanus and Gracchus, down to Pitt, 
Lafayette, Wellington, Webster, Lamartine. Hear 
the shouts in the sfreet! The people canrtot see him 
enough. They delight in a maa Here is a head 
and a trunk! What a front! what eyes! Atlanteau 
shovdders, and the whole carriage heroic, with equal 
inward force to guide idle gieat machine I This 
pleasure of full expression to that which, in their 
private experience, is usually cramped and obstructed, 
runs, also, much higher, and us the secret of the 
reader’s joy in literary genius. Nothing is kept hack. 
There is fire enough to fuse the mountain of ore. 
Shakspeare’s principal merit may he conveyed, in s:iy- 
ing that he, of all men, best tmderstands the English 
language, and can say what ho will. Yet these 
unchpked channels and floodgates of expression are 
only health or fortunate constitution. ShakspeaiVs 
name suggests other and purely intellectual benefits. 

Senates imd sovereigns have no coiuplimont, with 
their medals, swords, and armorial coats, like the 
addressing to a human being thoughts out of a cer¬ 
tain height, and presupposing his intelligence. This 
honour, which is possible in personal dutcrcourso 
scarcely twice in a hfotime, genius perpetually pays : 
contented, if now and then in a century the proffer 
is accepted. The indicators of the values of matter 
are degraded to a sort of cooks and confectioners, on 
the appearance of the indicators of ideas. Genius is 
the naturalist or geographer of the supersensible 
regions, and draws their map; and, by acquainting 
ns with new fields of activity, cools our affection for 
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the old. These are at once accepted as the reality, 
of which the world we have conversed with is the 
show. ‘ ; 

Wo go to the gymnasium and the swimming-school 
to see the power and beauty of the body; there is 
the like pleasure, and a higher benefit, from witness¬ 
ing intellectual feats of all kinds; as, feats of memory, 
of mathematical combination, great power of abstrac¬ 
tion, the transmutings of the imagination, oven versa¬ 
tility, and concentration, as these acts expo.so the 
invisible organs and members of the mind, which 
respond, member for member, to the parts of tlie 
body. For, we thus enter a new gymnasium, and 
leani to choose men by their truest marks, taught, 
with Plato, “to choose those who can, without aid 
from the eyes, or any other sense, proceed to truth 
and to being.” Foremost among these activities are 
the summersaults, sptills, and resurrections, wrought 
by the imagination. When tliis wakes, a man seems 
to multiply ten times or a thousand times his force. 
It opens the dclicioiw sense of iudetenninate size, and 
inspires an audacious mental habit. We are as elastic 
as the gas of gunpowder, and a sentence in a book, 
or a word dropped in conversation, sets free onr 
fancy, and instantly our heads are bathed with 
galaxies, and our feet tread the floor of the Pit. And 
this benefit is real, because we are entitled to these 
enlargements, and, once having passed the bounds, 
shall never again be quite the miserablo pedants we 
were. 

The high functions of the intellect are so allied 
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that some imaginative power usually appears in all 
eminent minds, even in arithmeticians of the first 
class, but especially in meditative men of an intuitive 
habit of thought. This class servo us, so that they 
have the perception of identity and the perception of 
reaction. The eyes of Plato, Shahspcare, Sweden¬ 
borg, Goethe, never shut on either of these laws. 
The perception of those laws is a kind of meter of the 
mind. Little minds are little, through failure to see 
them. 

Even thc.se feasts have their surfeit. Our delight 
in reason degenerates into idohatry of the herald. 
Especially when a mind of powerful method has 
instructed men, wo find the examples of oppression. 
The dominion of Aristotle, the Philcmaic asti onomy, 
the credit of Luther, of Bacon, of Locke,—in religion, 
the history of hierarchies, of saints, and the sects 
which have taken the name of etich founder, are in 
point. Alas! every man is such a victim. The 
imbecility of men is always inviting the impudence 
of power. It is the delight of vulgar talent to dazzle 
and to hind the beholder. But true genius seeks to 
defend us from itsolf. True gonitis will not im 
poverish, hut will liberate, and add new senses. If 
a wise man should appear in our village, he would 
create, in those who conversed with him, a new con¬ 
sciousness of W’calth, by opening their eyes^to unob¬ 
served advantages; he would establish a sense of 
immovable equality, calm us with assurances that we 
coidd not be cheated; as every one would discern the 
checks and guarantees of condition. The rich would 
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see their mistakes and poverty, the poor their escapes 
and their resources. 

But niture brings all thi^ about in due time. 
Rotation is her remedy. The soul is impatient of 
masters, and eager for change. Housekeepers say of 
a domestic who has been valuable, “She had lived 
with me long enough.” Wc arc tendencies, or rather, 
symptoms, and none of us complete. We touch and 
go, and sip the foam of many lives. Rotation is the 
law of nature. Wlren nature removes a great man, 
people o>q)loro the horizon for a successor; but none 
comes, and none will ’ His class is extinguished with 
him. In some other and quite different field, the 
next man will appear; not Jefferson, not ikanklin, 
but now a groat salesman; then a road-contractor; 
then a student of fishes; then a buffalo-hunting 
explorer; or a semi-savage western general. Thus 
wo make a stand against our rougher masters; but 
against the best there is a finer remedy. The power 
which they communicate is not theirs. When un are 
exalted by ideas, wc do not owe this to Plato, but to 
the idea, to which also Plato was debtor. 

I must not forget that we have a special debt to 
a single clasa Life is a scale of degrees. Between 
rank and rank of our great men are wide intervals. 
Mankind have, in all ages, attached themselves to a 
few persons, who, either by the quality of that idea 
they embodied, or by the largeness of their receptiijn, 
were entitled to the position of leaders and lawgivers 
These teach ns the qualities of primary nature,— 
admit us to the constitution of things. We swim. 
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day by day, on a river of delusions, and are effectually 
amused with houses and towns in the air, of which 
the men about us are .dupes. But life is sf sincei'ity. 
In lucid intervals we s.ay, “Let there be an entrance 
opened for mo into realities; I have worn the fool’s 
cap too long.” We will know the meaning of our 
economics and polities. Give us the cipher, and, if 
persons and things are scores of a celestial music, let 
us read off the strains. We h.ave been cheated of 
our reason; yet there have been sane men, who 
enjoyed a rich and related existence. What they 
know, they know for us. With each new mind a 
new secret of nature transpires; nor can the Bible be 
closed until the last great man is l)om. The.sc men 
correct the delirium of the animal spirits, m.ake us 
considerate, and eng.age us to new aims ami powers. 
The veneration of mankind selects these for tl»e 
highest place. Witness the multitude of statues, 
pictures, and memorials, which recall their genius in 
ewery city, village, house, and ship:— 

“ Ever their pliuntoiusi aiise bt'loro us, 

Oiir loftier brotljcrs, Imt one in blood; 

At bed mid table they lord it o’er us, 

"With lot)k-s of beauty, and words of good.” 

How to illustrate the distinctive benefit of ideas, 
the service rendered by those who introduce moral 
truths into the general mind!—I am plagued, in all 
my living, with a perpetual tariff of prices. If I work 
in my garden, and prune an apple-tree, I am well 
enough entertained, and coidd continue indefinitely in 
the like occupation. But it comes to mind that a 
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day is gone, and I have got this precious nothing 
done. I go to Boston or New York, and run up and 
down on toy affairs; they are sped, hut so is the day. 
I am vexed by the recollection of this price I have 
paid for a trifling advantage. I remember the pern 
d’ane, on which whoso sat should have his desire, but 
a piece of the skin was gone for every wish. I go to 
a convention of philanthropists. Do what I can, I 
cannot keep my eyes off the clock. But if there 
should appear in the company some gentle soul who 
knows little of persons or parties, of Carolina or Cuba, 
but who announces a law that disposes these particu¬ 
lars, and so certifies me of the equity which check¬ 
mates every false player, bankrupts every self-seeker, 
and apprises me of my independence on any con¬ 
ditions of country, or time, or human body, that man 
kberates mo ; I forget the clock. I pass out of the 
sore relation to persons. I am healed of my hurts. 
1 am made immortal by apprehending my possession 
of incorruptible goods. Here is great competition of 
rich and poor. We live in a market, where is only 
so much wheat, or w'ool, or land; and if I have so 
much more, every other must have so much less. 
I seem to have no good, without breach of good 
manners. Nobody is glad in the gladness of anotlier, 
and om' system is one of war, of an injurious superi¬ 
ority, Every child of the Saxon race is educated to 
wish tol)e first It is our system; and a man comes 
to* measure his greatness by the_ regrets, envies, and 
hatrodt of his competitors. But in these new fields 
there is room; here are no self-esteems, no exclusions. 
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I admire great men of all classes, those who stand’ 
for facts, and for thoughts; I like rough and smooth, 
“Scourges of God,” .and “Darlings of the human 
race.” I like the first Csesar; and Charles V. of 
Spain; and Chailes XII. of Sweden; Richard Plan- 
tagenet; and Bonaparte, in France. I applaud a 
sufficient man, an ofiicer equal to his office ; captains, 
ministers, senators. I like a master standing firm 
on legs of iron, well born, rich, handsome, eloquent, 
loaded with advantages, drawing all men by fascinar 
tion into tributaries and supporters of his power. 
Sword and staff, or talents swoyd-like or staff-like, 
carry on the work of the world. But I find him 
greater when he can abolish himself, and all heroes, 
by letting in -this element of reason, irrespective of 
persons; this subtiliser, and irresistible upward force, 
into our thought, destroying individualism; the power 
so great, that the potentate is nothing. Then he is a 
monarch, who gives a constitution to his people; a 
pentiff, who preaches the equaUty of souls, and re¬ 
leases his servants from their barbarous homages; an 
emperor, who can spare his empire. 

But I intended to specify, with a little minuteness, 
two or three points of service. Nature never spares 
the opium or nepenthe; but, wherever she mars her 
creature with some deformity or defect, lays her pop¬ 
pies plentifully on the bruise, and the sufferer goes 
joyfully through life, ignorant of the ruin, and indap- 
able of seeing it, though all the world point their 
vou IV. T 
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finger at it every day. The worthless and offensive 
member.*! of society, whose existence is a social pest, 
invai'iably‘think themselves the most ill-used people 
alive, and never get over their astonishment at the 
ingratitude and selfishness of their contemporaries. 
Our globe discovers its hidden virtues, not only in 
heroes and arcb.angels, but,'in gossips and nurses. Is 
it not a rare contrivance that lodged the due inertia 
in every creature, the conserving, resisting energy, 
the anger at being waked or changed 1 Altogether 
indei)cudent of the intellectual force in each, is the 
pride of opinion, the security that we are right. Not 
the feeblest graudaim), not a mowing idiot, but uses 
what spark of perception and faculty is left, to chuckle 
and triumph in his or her opinion over the absurdities 
of all the rest. Difference from me is the measure of 
absurdity. Not one has a misgiving of being wrong. 
Was it not a bright thought that made things cohere 
■ w'ith this bitumen, fastest of cements 1 But, in the 
midst of tin's chuckle of self-gratulation, some figure 
goes by, which Thersites too can love and adnaire. 
Tliis is he that should marshal us the way we were 
going. There is no end to his aid. Without Plato, 
we should almost lose our faith in tire possibility of a 
reasonable book. Wo seem to want but one, but we 
want one. Wo love to associate with heroic persons, 
since our receptivity is unlimited; and, with the 
great, otir thoughts and manners easily become great. 
We are all wise in capacity, though so few in energy. 
There needs but one wise man in a company, and all 
are wise, so rapid is the contagion. 
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Great men arc thus a collyrium to clear our eyes 
from egotism, and enable ns to see other people and 
their works. But there are vices and follies incident 
to whole populations and ages. Men resemble their 
contemporaries oven more than their progenitors. 
It is observed in old couidcs, or in persons who have 
been housemates for a couuse of years, that they grow 
alike; and, if they should live long enough, we should 
not be able to know them apart. Nature abhors those 
complaisances, which threaten toTuelt thC world into 
a lump, and hastens to break up such maudlin aggluti¬ 
nations. The like assimilation goes on between men 
of one town, of one sect, of one political party; and 
the ideas of the time are in the air, and infect all who 
breathe it Viewed from any high point, tliis city 
of New York, yonder city of London, the western 
civilisation, would seem a bundle of insanities. AVc 
keep each other in countenance, and e.xaspcrate by 
emulation the frenzy of the time. The shield against 
the stingings of conscience, is the universal practice, 
or our contemporaries. Again; it is very easy to l)e 
as wise and good as your companions. We learn of 
our eontemporaries what they know, without effort, 
and almost through the pores of the skin. We catch 
it by sympathy, or, as a wife arrives at the intellectual 
and moral elevations of her husband. But we stop 
where they stop. Very hardly can wo take anotlior 
step. The great, or such as hold of nature, and 
transcend fashions, by their fidelity to universal ideas, 
are saviours from these federal errors, and defend us 
from our contemporaries. They are the exceptions 
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which we want, where all grows alike. A foreign 
greatness is the antidote for cahalism. 

Thus we feed on genius, and refresh ourselves 
from too much conversation with our mates, and 
exult in the depth of nature in that direction in which 
he leads us. What indemnification is one great man 
for populations of pigmies! Every mother wishes 
one son a genius, though all the rest should be medi¬ 
ocre. But a new danger appears in the excess of 
influence of the greitt man. His attractions warp us 
from our place. We have become underlings and 
intellectual suicides. Ah I yonder in the horizon is 
our help:—other groat men, new qualities, counter¬ 
weights and checks on each other. We cloy of the 
honey of each peculiar greatness. Every hero becomes 
a boro at last. Perhaps Voltaire w-as not bad-hearted, 
y^t he said of the good Jesus, even, “ I pray you, let 
me never hear that man’s name again.” They cry up 
the virtues of George Washington,—^“Damn George 
Washington I ” is the poor Jacobin’s whole speech and 
confutation. But it is human nature’s indispensable 
defence. The centripetenco augments the centrifu- 
gonco. Wo balance one man with his opposite, and 
the health of the state depends on the see-saw. 

There is, however, a speedy limit to the use of 
heroes. Every genius is defended from approach by 
quantities of unavailablenesa They are very attrac¬ 
tive, and seem at a distance our own; hut we *re 
Idnderod on all sides from approach. The more wo 
are drawn, the more we are repelled. There is some¬ 
thing not solid in the good that is done for us. The 
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best discovery the discoverer malces for himself. It 
has something unreal for his companion, until he too 
has substantiated it. ,It seems as if the Deity dressed 
each soul which he sends into nature in certain virtues 
and powers not communicable to other men, and, 
sending it to perform one more turn through the 
cii’cle of beings, wrote “Noitrmsferdbk’’ and “Goodfar 
this trip mhj," on those garments of the soul. There 
is somewhat deceptive about the intercourse of minds. 
The boundaries are invisible, "but they are never 
crossed. There is such good will to impart, and such 
good will to receive, that each threatens to become the 
other; but the law of individuality collects its secret 
strength; you are you, and I am I, and so we remain. 

For Natiu'e wishes everything to remain itself; ■ 
and, whilst every individual strives to grow and 
exclude, and to exclude and gi'ow, to the extremities 
of the universe, and to impose the law of its being 
on every other creature, Nature steadily aims to 
psotect each against every other. Each is self- 
defended. Nothing is more marked than the power 
by which individuals are guarded from individuals, 
in a world where every benefactor becomes so ca.sily a 
malefactor, only by continuation of his activity into 
places where it is not due; where children seem so 
much at the mercy of their foolish parents, and where 
almost all men arc too social and interfering. We 
ri^tly speak of the guardian angels of wiildren. 
How superior in their security from infusions of 
evil persons, from vulgarity and second thought! 
They shed their own abundant beauty on the objects 
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they behold. Therefore, they aro not at the mercy 
of such poor educators as we adults. If we huff and 
chide them, they soon come not to mind it, and get a 
self-reliance; and if we indulge them to folly, they 
learn the limitation elsewhere. 

We need not fear excessive influence. A more 
generous trust is permitted. Serve the grea,t Stick 
at no humiliation. Grudge no office thou canst 
render. Be the limb of their body, the breath of 
their mouth. Compromise thy egotism. IVho cares 
for that, so thou gain aught wider and nobler ? Never 
mind the taunt of Boswellism; the devotion may 
easily bo greater than the wretched pride which is 
guarding its own skirts. Bo another; not thyself, 
but a Platonist; not a soul, but a Christian; not a 
natmalist, but a C.artosian; not a poet, but a Shak- 
Siierian. In vain, the wheels of tendency will not 
stop, nor will all the forces of inertia, fear, or of love 
itself, hold theo tlicre. On, and for over onward! 
The microscope observes a monad or wheel-insect 
among the infusories circulating in water. Presently, 
a dot appears on the animal, which enlarges to a slit, 
and it becomes two piufect animals. The ever-pro^ 
coeding detachment ajrpeai's not less in all thought, 
and in society. Children think they cannot live 
without their parents. But, long before they are 
aware of it, the black dot has appeared, and the 
detachment taken place. Any accident will Sow 
reveal to them their independence. 

But great mm :—the word is injurious. Is there 
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caste 1 is there fate i What becomes of the premise 
to virtue? The thoughtful youth laments the super- 
foetation of nature. .“Generous and handsome,” ho 
says, “is your hero; but look at yonder poor Paddy, 
whose country is his wheelbarrow; look at his whole 
nation of Paddies.” Why are the masses, from the 
dawn of history down, fowl for knives and powder ? 
The idea dignifies a few loailers, who have sentiment, 
opinion, love, self-devotion; and they make war and 
death sacred;—but what for thwrotehes whom they 
hire and kill ? The cheapness of man is every day’s 
tragedy. It is as real a loss that others slionld bo 
low, as that we should bo low; for we must have 
society. 

Is it a reply to these suggestions, to say society is 
a Pcstalozzian school; all arc teachers and pupils in 
turn. We are equally served by receiving and by 
imparting. Men who know the same things are not 
long the best company for each other. Put bring to 
each an intelligent person of another experience, and 
it is as if you let oil' water from a lake, by cutting a 
lower basin. It seems a mechanical advantage, and 
great benefit it is to each speaker, as he can now paint 
out his thought to himself. We pass very fast, in 
our personal moods, from dignity to dependence. 
And if any appear never to assume the chair, but 
always to stand and serve, it is because wo do not 
see the company in a sufficiently long perioiT for the 
whole rotation of parts to come about As to what 
we call the masses, and common men;—there are no 
common men. All men are at last of a size; and 
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true art, is only possible, on the conviction that 
every talent has its apotheosis somewhere. Fair play, 
and an open field, and freshest laurels to all who have 
won them! But heaven reserves an equal scope for 
every creature. Each is uneasy until ho has produced 
his private ray unto the concave sphere, and beheld 
his talent also in its last usbility and exaltation. 

The heroes of the hour are relatively great; of a 
faster growth; or they are such, in whom, at the 
moment of success, t quality is ripe which is then in 
request. Other days will demand other qualities. 
Some rays escape the common observer, and want a 
finely adapted eye. Ask the great man if there bo 
none greater. His companions are; and not the less 
great, but the more, tljat .society cannot see them. 
Nature never sends a great man into the planet, with¬ 
out confiding the secret to another soul. 

One gracious fact emerges from these studies,— 
that there is true ascension in our love. The reputa¬ 
tions of the nineteenth century will one day be 
quoted, to prove its barbarism. The genius of 
humanity is the real subject whose biography is 
written in our annals. We must infer much, and 
supply many chasms in the recoid. The history of 
the universe is symptomatic, and life is mncmonical. 
No man, in all the procession of famous men, is reason 
or illumination, or that essence we were looking for; 
but is Si exhibition, in some quarter, of new possi¬ 
bilities. Could we one day complete the immense 
figure which these flagrant points compose! The 
study of many individuals leads us to an elemental 
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region ■wherein the individual is lost, or wherein all 
touch by their summits. Thought and feeling, that 
break out there, cannpt he impounded by*any fence 
of personality. This'is the key to the power of the 
greatest men,—their spirit diffuses itself. A new 
quality of mind travels by night and by day, in con¬ 
centric circles from its origjn, and publishes itself by 
unknown methods: the union of all minds appears 
intimate; what gets admission to one, cannot be kept 
out of any other: the sniallest aaquisition of truth or 
of energy, in any quarter, is so much good to the 
commonwealth of soids. If the disparities of talent 
.and position vanish, when the individuals are seen in 
the duration which is necc.ss.iry to coinplcste the ciirocr 
of each; even more swiftly tlic seeming injustice dis¬ 
appears, when we a.scend to the central identity of all 
the individuals, and know that they arc made of tlm 
substance which ordainetli and docth. 

The genius of humanity is the right point of view 
of Jiistory. The qualities abide; the men who exhibit 
them have now more, now less, and pass away; the 
qualities remain on another brow. No cx-perience is 
more familiar. Once you saw pbamixes: they are 
gone, the world is not therefore disenchanteil. The 
vessels on which you read sacred emblems turn out to 
be common pottery; but the sense of the pictures is 
sacred, and you may still read them transferred to the 
walls of the world. For a time our teachers’ ^rve us 
personally, as meters or milestones of progress. Once 
they were angels of knowledge, and their figures 
touched the sky. Then wo drew near, saw their 
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meaas, culture, and limits; and they yielded their 
place to other geniuses. Happy, if a few names 
remain sb high, that we have .not been able to read 
tliem nearer, and age and comparison have not robbed 
them of a ray. But, at last, we shall cease to look in 
men for completeness, and shall content ourselves with 
their social and delegated" quality. All that respects 
the individual is temporary and prospective, like the 
individual himself, who is ascending out of his limits 
into a catholic eastence. We have never come at 
the true and best benefit of any genius, so long as we 
believe him an original force. In the moment when 
he ceases to help us as a cause, he begins to help us 
more as an effect Then ho appears as an exponent 
of a vaster mind and will. The opaque self becomes 
tiansparcnt with the light of the First Cause. 

< Yet, within the limits of human education and 
agency, we may say, great men exist that there may 
bo greater men. The destiny of organised nature is 
amelioration, and who can tell its limits 1 It is dor 
man to tame the chaos; on every side, whilst he 
lives, to scatter the seeds of science and of song, that 
climate, com, animals, men, may be milder, and the 
germs of love and benefit may be mdtipliod. 
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Among books, Plato only is entitled to Omar’s fanatical 
compliment to the Koran, when he said, “Burn the 
libraries; for their value is in this book.” ’-These 
sentences contain the culture of nations; these are 
the corner-stone of schools; these are the fountain 
head of literatures. A discipline it is in logic, arith¬ 
metic, taste, symmetry, poetry, language, rhetoric, 
ontology, morals, or practical wisdom. There was 
nerer such range of spcculatioa Out of Plato come 
,all things that are still written and debated iimong 
men of thought Great havoc makes he among our 
originalities. We have reached the mountain from 
which all these drift boulders were detached. The 
Bible of the learned for twenty-two hundred years, 
every brisk young man, who says iu succession fine 
tilings to each reluctant generation,—Boethius^ Eabe- 
laii^ Erasmus, Bruno, Locke, Eoussean, Alfien, Cole¬ 
ridge,—is some reader of Plato, translating into thh 
vernacular, wittily, his good things. Even the men 
of grander-proportion suffer some deduction from the 
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misfortune (shall I say 1) of coming after this exhaust¬ 
ing generaliser. St Augustine, Copernicus, Newton, 
Behmen,'Swedenborg, Goethe, arc likewise his debtors, 
and must say after him. For it is fair to credit the 
broadest generaliser with all the particulars deducible 
from his thesis. 

Plato is philosophy, .and philosophy Plato,—at 
once the glory and the shame of mankind, since neither 
Saxon nor Eofnan has availed to add any idea to Ids 
categories. No wife, no children had he, and the 
thinkers of all civilised nations are his posterity, and 
are tinged with his mind. How many great men 
Nature'is incess.antly sending up out of night, to be 
his men, —Platoiiiste! the Alexandrians, a con-stellation 
of genius; the Elizabethans, not less; Sir Thomas 
More, Henry More, John Hales, John Smith, Lord 
Bacon, Jeromy Taylor, Ralph Cudworth, Sydenham, 
Thomas Taylor; Marcilius Ficinus, and Picus Miran- 
dola. Calvinism is in his Phasdo: Christianity is in 
it. Malioractanism draws all its philosophy, in* its 
handbook of morals, the Akhlak-yJalaly, from him. 
Mysticism finds in Plato all its texts. This citizen 
of a town in Greece is no villager nor patriot An 
Englishman reads and says, “how English!” a German, 
—“how Teutonic!” an Italian,—“how Roman and 
how Greek!” As they say that Helen of Argos had 
that universal beauty that everybody felt related to 
her, so Plato seems, to a reader in Now England, an 
American genius. His broad humanity transcends all 
sectional lines. 

This range of Plato instructs us what to think of 
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the vexed question concerning his reputed works,— 
what are genuine, what spurious. It is singular that 
wherever we find a man higher, by a whole Head, than 
any o£ Ids contemporaries, it is sure to come into 
doubt what are his. real works. Thus, Homer, Plato, 
lluffaelle, Shakspeare. For these men magnetise 
their contemporaries, so that their companions can do 
for them what they can never do for themselves; and 
the great man does thus live in sevCPal bodies, and 
write, or paint, or act, by many* hands: and, after 
some time, it is not easy to say what is the authentic 
work of the master, and what is only of his school. 

Plato, too, like every great man, consumed his own 
times. Wliat is a great man, but one of groat affinities, 
who takes up into himself all arts, sciences, all know- 
ables, as his food? Ho can spare nothing; ho can 
dispose of everything. What is not good for virtue 
is good for knowledge. Hence his contemjwraries tax 
him with plagiarism. But the inventor only knows 
how to borrow; and society is glad to forget the 
innumerable labourers who ministered to this ai'chi- 
tect, and reserves all its gratitude for him., When 
we are praising Plato, it seems we are praising quota¬ 
tions from Solon, and Sophron, and Philolaua Be 
it so. Every hook is a quotation; and every house is 
a quotation out of all forests, and mines, and stone 
quarries; and every man is a quotation from all his 
anefetors. And this grasping inventor puts all nations 
under contribution. 

Plato absorbed the learning of his times,—Philo- 
laus, Timseus, Heraclitus, Parmenides, and what else; 
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then his master, Socrates ; and, finding himself still 
capable of a larger synthesis,—beyond all example 
then or since,—he travelled into Italy, to gain what 
Pythagoras had for liim; then into Egypt, and per¬ 
haps still farther cast, to import the other element, 
which Europe wanted, into the European mind. This 
breadth entitles liim to st*nd as the representative of 
philosophy. He says, in tlie Republic, “ Such a genius 
as philosopher? must of necessity have, is wont but 
seldom, in all its putts, to meet in one man; but its 
different parts generally spring up in different persons.” 
Every man, who would do anytliing well, must come 
to it from a higher ground. A philosopher must be 
more than a philosopher. Plato is clothed with' the 
powers of a poet, stands upon the highest place of the 
poet, and (though I doubt ho wanted the decisive gift 
(jf lyric expression) mainly is not a poet, because he 
cho.se to use the poetic gift to an ulterior purpose. 

Great geniuses have the shortest biographies. 
Their cousins can tell you nothing about them. 
They lived in their writings, and so their house and 
street life was trivial and commonplace. If you 
would know their tastes and complexions, the most 
admiring of their readers most resembles them. 
Plato, esirccially, has no extemid biography. If he 
had lover, wife, or children, we hear nothing of 
them. He ground them all into paint. As a good 
chimney bums its smoke, so a philosopher converts 
the value of all his fortunes into his intellectual 
perfonnancea 

He was bom 430 A.C., about the time of the death 
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of Pericles; was of patrician connection in Ms times 
and city; and is said to have had an early inclination 
for war; but, in his twentieth year, meeting with 
Socrates, was easily dissuaded from this pursuit, and 
remained for ten years his scholar, until the death of 
Socrates. He then went to Mogara; accepted the 
invitations of Dion and of Djonysius, to the court of 
Sicily; and went thither throe times, though very 
capriciously treated. lie travelled into Italy; then 
into Egypt, where he stayed a long time; some say 
tlircc,—some say tliirteen years. It is said ho wont 
farther, into Babylonia; this is uncertain. Returning 
to Athens, he gave lessons, in the Academy, to those 
whom his fame drew thither; and died, as we have 
received it, in the act of writing, at eighty-one years. 

But the biography of Plato is interior. We are 
to account for the supreme elevation of this man in. 
the intellectual history of our race,—how it happens 
that, in proportion to the culture of men, they become 
ids scholars; that, as our Jewish Bible has implanted 
itself in the table-talk and household life of every man 
and woman in the European and American nations, 
so the writings of Plato have preoccupied every school 
of learning, every lover of thought, every church, 
every poet,—making it impossible to think on certain 
levels, except through him. Ho stands between the 
truth and every man’s mind, and has almost impressed 
language, and the primary forms of thought, wiA his 
name and seal I am struck, in reading him, with 
the extreme modernness of his style and spirit Here 
is the germ of that Europe we know so well, in its 
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long histoiy of arts and arms: here are all its traits, 
already discernible in the mind of Plato,—and in none 
before him. It has spread itself since into a hundred 
histories, but has added no new element. This per¬ 
petual modernness is the measure of merit, in every 
work of art; since the author of it was not misled by 
anything shortlived or local, but abode by real and 
abiding traita How Plato came thus to be Europe, 
and philosophy, and almost literature, is the problem 
for us to solve. 

This could not have happened, without a sound, 
sincere, and catholic man, able to honour, at the same 
time, the ideal, or laws of the mind, and fate, or the 
order of nature. The first period of a nation, as of 
an individual, is the period of uncomscious strength. 
Children cry, scream, and stamp with fury, unable to 
"express their de.sires. As soon as they can speak and 
tell their want, and the reason of it, they become 
gentle. In adult life, whilst the perceptions are 
obtuse, men and women talk vehemently and super¬ 
latively, blunder and quarrel: their manners are full 
of desperation; their speech is full of oaths. As soon 
as, with culture, things have cleared up a little, and 
they see them no longer in lumps and masses, but accu¬ 
rately distributed, tlicy desist from that weak vehe¬ 
mence, and explain their meaning in detail. ' If the 
tongue had not been framed for articulation, man 
wouiS still be a beast in the forest. The same weak¬ 
ness and want, on a higher plane, occurs daily in the 
education of ardent young men and women, “ Ah! 
you don’t understand me; I have never met with any 
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one who comprehends me and they sigh and weep, 
write verses, and walk alone,—fault of power to 
express their precise meaning. In a month or two, 
through the favour of their good genius, they meet 
some one so related as to assist their volcanic estate; 
and, good communication being once established, they 
arc thenceforward good eftizens. It is ever thus. 
The progress is to accmacy, to skill, to trutli, from 
blind force. 

There is a moment, in the hi.sfory of every nation, 
when, iiroceeding out of tlii.s brute youth, the porcej)- 
tive powers reach their ripeness, and liave not yet 
become microscoiuc; so that man, sit that instant, 
extends across the entire scale; and, with his feet 
still planted on the immense forces of night, con¬ 
verses, by his eyes mid brain, with solar and stellar 
creation. Tliat is the moment of adult health, th8 
culmination of power. 

Such is the history of Europe, in all points; and 
such in philosophy. Its early records, almost perished, 
are of the immigrations from Asia, bringing with them 
the dreams of barbarians; a confusion of crude notions 
of morals, and of natural philosophy, gradually sub¬ 
siding, through the partial insight of single teachers. 

Before Pericles came the Seven Wise Masters, and 
we have the beginnings of geometry, metaphysics, and 
ethics ; then the partialists,—deducing the origin of 
thin^ from flux or water, or from air, or from fire, or 
from mind. All mix with these causes mythologic 
pictures. At last comes Plato, the distributor, who 
needs no barbaric paint or tattoo, or whooping; for 

VOL TV. o 
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he can define. Ha leaves with Asia the vast and 
superlative; he is the arrival of accuracy and intelli¬ 
gence. “ He shall he as a god;to me, who can rightly 
divide and define.” 

This defining is philosophy. Philosophy is the 
account which the human mind gives to itself of the 
constitution of the world Two cardinal facts lie 
for ever at the base; the one, and the,two.—1. Unity, 
or Identity; and 2. Variety. Wo unite all things, 
by perceiving the law which pervades them; by per¬ 
ceiving the superficial differences, and the profound 
resemblances. But every mental act,—this very per¬ 
ception of identity or oneness, recognises the difference 
of thin,gs. Oneness and otherness. It is impossible 
to speak, or to think, without embracing both. 

The mind is urged to ask for one cause of many 
effects; then for the cause of that; and again the 
cause, diving still into the profound: self-assured that 
it shall arrive at an absolute and sufliciont one,—a one 
that shall be all. “In the midst of the sun is the light, 
in the midst of the light is truth, and in the midst 
of truth is the imperishable being,” say the Vedas. 
All philosophy, of east and west, has the same centri- 
petence. Urged by an oppossite necessity, the mind 
returns from the one, to that which is not one, but 
other or many; from cause to effect; and affirms the 
necessary existence of variety, the self-existence of 
both, as each is involved in the other. These strfHly- 
blended elements it is the problem of thought to 
separate, and to reconcile. Their existence is mutu¬ 
ally contradictory and exclusive; and each so fast 
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slides into the other, that wo can never say what is 
one, and what it is not The Proteus is as nimble in 
the highest as in the dowest grounds, when we con¬ 
template the one, the true, the good,—as in the sur¬ 
faces and extremities of matter. 

In all nations, there are minds which incline to 
dwell in the conception of- the fundamental Unity. 
Tho raptures of prayer and ecstasy of devotion lose 
all being in one Being. This tendency finds its 
highest expression in the religfous writings of tlie 
East, and chiefly, in tho Indian Scriptures, in tho 
Vedas, tho Bhagavat Goota, and tho Vishnu Purana. 
Those viTitings contain little else than this idea, and 
they rise to pure and sublime strains in celebrating 
it 

The Same, tho Same: friend and foe are of one 
stuff; the ploughman, the plough, and tho furro\^, 
are of one stuff; and the stuff is such, and so much, 
that the variations of form arc unimportant “ You 
are fit ” (says tho supreme ICi-ishna to a sage) “ to 
apprehend that you arc not distinct from ma That 
which I am, thou art, and that also is this world, with 
its gods, and heroes, and mankind. Men contemplate 
distinctions, because they are stupefied with ignor¬ 
ance.” “ The words I and mine constitute ignorance. 
What is the great end of all, you shall now learn from 
me. It is soul,—one in all bodies, pervading, unjform, 
peribet, pre-eminent over nature, exempt from birth, 
growth, and decay, omnipresent, made up of true 
knowledge, independent, unconnected with unrealities, 
with name, species, and the rest, in time past, present, 
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and to come. The knowledge that this spirit, which 
is essentially one, is in one’s own, and in all other 
bodies, is tlie wisdom of one lyho knows the unity of 
things. As one diffusive .air, piis.5ing through the 
perforations of a flute, is distinguished as the notes 
of a scale, so the nature of the Great Spirit is single, 
though its forms be man'ifold, arising from the con¬ 
sequences of acta When the difference of the invest¬ 
ing form, .as that of God, or the rest, is de.stroycd, 
there is no dustinction.” “ The whole world is but a 
manifestation of Vishnu, who is identical with all 
things, and is to be regarded by the wise, as not 
differing from, but as the .same as themselves. 1 
neither am going nor coming; nor is my dwelling in 
any one place; nor art thou, thou; nor are others, 
others; nor am I, I.” As if ho had said, “ All is for 
tho soul, and the soul is Vislmu; and animals and 
stars are transient paintings; and light is whitewash; 
and durations are deceptive; and form is imprison¬ 
ment ; and heaven itself a decoy.” That which •the 
soul seeks is resolution into being, above form, out of 
Tartarus, and out of heaven,—liberation from nature. 

If speculation tends thus to a terrific unity, in 
which all things are absorbed, action tends directly 
backwards to diversity. The first is tho course or 
gravitation of mind; the second is the power of 
natui^. Nature is the manifold. The unity absorbs, 
and melts or reduces. Nature opens and cretes. 
These two principles reappear and interpenetrate all 
things, all thought; the one, the many. One is being; 
the other, intellect; one is necessity; the other. 
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freedom; one, rest; the other, motion; one, power; 
the other, distrihution; one, strength; the other, 
plca-sure: one, consciousness; the other, definition : 
one, genius; the other, talent; one, earnestness; the 
other, knowledge r one, possession; the other, trade ; 
gne, caste; the other, culture; one, king; the other, 
democracy: and, if we dare'earry those generalisations 
a step higher, and name the last tendency of both, 
we might say, that the end of the one is escape from 
organisation,—pure science; and'the end of the other 
is the highest instrumentality, or use of moans, or 
executive deity. 

Each student adheres, by temperament and by 
habit, to tbo first or to the second of these gods of 
the mind. By religion, he tends to unity; by intel¬ 
lect, or by the senses, to the many. A too rapid 
unification, and an excessive apjiliance to parts Bn3 
particulars, arc the twin dangers of speculation. 

To this partiality the history of nations corre- 
siKmded. The country of unity, of immovable institu¬ 
tions, the seat of a philosophy delighting in abstrac¬ 
tions, of men faithful in doctrine and in practice to 
the idea of a deaf, unirnplorable, immense fate, is 
Asia; and it realises this faith in the social institution 
of casto. On the other side, the genius of Europe is 
active and creative: it resists casto by culture; its 
philosophy was a discipline; it is a land of arts, 
invt*htions, trade, freedom. If the East loved infinity, 
the West delighted in boundarica 

European civility is the triumph of talent, the 
extension of system, the sharpened understanding. 
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adaptive still, delight in forms, delight in manifesta¬ 
tion, in comprehensible results. Pericles, Athens, 
Greece, had been working in ;this element with the 
joy of genius not yet chilled by any foresight of the 
detriment of an excess. They saw before them no 
sinister political economy; no ominous Malthus; np 
Paris or London; no pitilhss subdivision of classes,— 
the doom of the pin-makers, the doom of the weavers, 
of dressers, of stockingers, of carders, of spinners, of 
colliers; no Ireland"; no Indian caste, superinduced 
by the efforts of Europe to throw it off. The under¬ 
standing was in its health and prime. Art was in its 
splendid novelty. They cut the Pentelican marble 
as if it were snow, and their perfect works in archi¬ 
tecture and sculpture seemed things of course, not 
more difficult than the completion of a new ship at 
the Medford yards, or new mills at Lowell. These 
things are in course, and may bo taken for granted. 
The Roman legion, Byzantine legislation, English 
trade, the saloons of Versailles, the cafds of Paris, the 
steam-mill, steam-boat, steam-coach, may all be seen 
in perspective; the town meeting, the balloLbox; the 
newspaper and cheap press. 

Meantime, Plato, in Egypt and in eastern pilgrim¬ 
ages, imbibed the idea of one Deity, in which all 
things are absorbed. The unity of Asia, and the 
detail,of Europe; the infinitude of the Asiatic soul, 
and the defining, result-loving, mschine-making,‘sur- 
face-seeking, opera-going Europe,—Plato came to 
join, and by contact, to enhance the energy of each. 
The excellence of Europe and Asia is in his brain. 
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Metaphysics and natural philosophy expressed the 
genius of Europe; he suhstructs the religion of Asia, 
as the base. 

In short, a balanced soul was bom, perceptive of 
the two elements,. It is as easy to he great as to be 
small The reason why we do not at once believe in 
admirable souls, is because "they are not in our experi¬ 
ence. In actual life, they are so rare as to bo in¬ 
credible; but, primarily, there is not only no pre¬ 
sumption against them, but the strongest presumption 
in favour of their appearance. But whether voices 
were heard in the sky, or not; whether his mother 
or his father dreamed that tlie infant man-child was 
the son of Apollo; whether a swarm of bees settled 
on his lips, or not; a man who could see two sides 
of a thing was born. The wonderful synthesis so 
familial’ in nature; the upper and the under side nf 
the medal of Jove; the union of impo.ssibilities, which 
reappears in every object; its real and its ideal power, 
—was now, also, transferred entire to the conscious¬ 
ness of a man. 

The balanced soul came. If he loved abstract 
truth, he saved himself by propounding the most 
popular of all principles, the absolute good, which 
rules rulers, and judges the judge. If he made 
transcendental distinctions, ho fortified himself by 
drawing all his illustrations from sources disdained 
by ‘orators and polite conversers; from mares and 
puppies; from pitchers and soup-ladles; from cooks 
and criers; the shops of potters, horse-doctors, 
butchers, and fishmongers. Ho cannot forgive in 
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liim-ielf a partiality, but is resolved that the two poles 
of thought shall appear in his statement. His argu¬ 
ment and his sentence are scH-poisod and spherical. 
The two poles appear; yes, and become two hands, 
to grasp and appropriate their ownt 

Every great artist has been such by synthesis. 
Our strength is transitiorial, alternating; or, shall I 
say, a thread of two strands. The Bea-.shore, sea seen 
from shore, shore seen from sea; the taste of two 
metals in contact; 'and onr enlarged poweie at the 
a[)proach and at the departure of a friend; the ex¬ 
perience of poetic crcativoncs.s, which is not found 
in staying at home, nor yet in travelling, but in 
transitions from one to the other which must there¬ 
fore he adroitly managed to present as much transi¬ 
tional surface as jiossiblo ; this command of two ele- 
itienfe must explain tho power and the chai'm of 
Plato. Art expresses the one or the same by tho 
different. Thought socks to know unity in unity; 
poetry to show it by variety; that is, always by»an 
object or symbol. Plato keeps the two vases, one of 
aither and one of pigment, at his side, and invariably 
uses both. Things added to things, as statistics, civil 
history, are invontorie.s. Things used as language 
are inexhaustibly attractive. Plato turns incessantly 
tho obverse and the reverse of tho medal of love. 

To^tako an example;—Tho physical philosophers 
had sketched each Ids theory of tire world; the thboiy 
of atoms, of fire, of flux, of spirit; theeries mechanical 
and chemical in their genius. Plato, a master of 
mathematics, studious of all natural laws and causes. 
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feels these, as second causes, to he no theories of the 
world, but bare inventories and lists. To the study 
of nature ho therefore prefixes the dogma,—" Let us 
declare the cause which led the Sui>reuio Ordainer to 
produce and compose the universe. Ho was good: 
and he who is good has no kind of envy. Exempt 
from envy, he wished tlibt all things should he as 
much as possible like himself. Whosoever, taught 
by wise men, shall admit this as the jirimc cause of 
the origin and foundation of the" world, will be in the 
truth. ” “ All things are for the sake of the good, and 
it is the cause of everything beautiful.” This dogma 
animates and impersonates his philosojiby. 

The synthesis which makes the character of his 
mind aiipears in all his talents. Where there is great 
compass of wit wo usually find excellences that com¬ 
bine easily in the living man, but in desciiption appear 
incomjiatible. The mind of Plato is not to bo ex¬ 
hibited by a Chinese catalogue, but is to bo appro- ’ 
bended by an original mind in the exercise of its 
original power. In him the freest abandonment is 
united with the precision of a geometer. His daring 
imagination gives him the more solid grasp of facts; 
as the birds of highc.st flight have the strongest alar 
bones. His patrician polish, his intrinsic elegance, 
edged by an irony so subtle that it stings and par¬ 
alyses, adorn the soundest health and strength of 
fr^e. According to the old sentence, “If Jove 
should descend to the earth, he would speak in the 
stylo of Plato.” 

With this palatial air, there is, for the direct aim 
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of several of his works, and running through the tenor 
of them all, a certain earnestness, which mounts, in 
the Kepublic, and in the Phredo, to piety. He has 
been charged with feigning sickness at the time of the 
death of Socrates. But the anecdotes that have come 
down from tho times attest his manly interference 
before the people in his master’s behalf, since oven 
the savage cry of the asssembly to Plato is preserved; 
and tho indignation towards popular government, in 
many of his pieces, expresses a personal exasperation. 
Ho has a probity, a native reverence for justice and 
honour, and a humanity which makes liim tender for 
the superstitions of tho people. Add to this, he 
believes that poetry, j)rophecy, and the liigh insight, 
are from a wisdom of which man is not master; that 
the gods never philosophise; but, by a celestial 
mania, these miracles aro accomplished. Horsed on 
these winged steeds, he sweeps the dim regions, visits 
worlds which flesh cannot enter; he saw the souls 
in pain; ho hears the doom of the judge; he behoMs 
the penal metempsychosis; the Fates, with the rock 
and shears; and hears tho intoxicating hnm of their 
spindle. 

But his circumspection never forsook him. One 
would say, he had read the inscription on the gates of 
Busyrane,—“ Be bold;" and on the second gate,—“Be 
bold, be bold, and evennore be bold,” and then again 
liad paused well at the third gate,—“ Be not too bold.” 
His strength is like the momentum of a falling planet; 
and his discretion, tho return of its due and perfect 
curve,—so excellent is his Greek love of boundaiy. 



ir.] PLATO; OK, THE PHILOSOPHEK. 299 

and his skill in definition. In reading logarithms, 
one is not more secure, than in following Plato in his 
flights. Nothing can'be colder than his head, when 
the lightnings of his imagination are playing in the 
sky. He has finished his thinking, before he brings 
it to the reader; and ho abounds in the surprises of 
a literary master. He hifij that opulence which fur- 
nislies, at every turn, the precise weapon he needs. 
As the rich man wears no more garments, drives no 
more horses, sits in no more chambers, than the poor, 
but has that one dress, or equipage, or instrument, 
which is fit for the hour and the need; so Plato, in 
his plenty, is never restricted, but has the fit word. 
There is, indeed, no weapon in all the armoury of wit 
which ho did not possess and use,—epic, analysis, 
mania, intuition, music, satire, and irony, down to 
tlie customary and polite. His illustrations are poetfy, 
and his jests illustrations. Socrates’ profession of 
obstetric art is good philosophy; and his finding that' 
wt)rd “cookery,” and “adulatory art,” for rhetoric, in 
the Gorgias, does us a substantial service still. No 
orator can measure in effect with him who can give 
good nicknames. 

What moderation, and understatement, and check¬ 
ing his thunder in mid volley! He has good-naturedly 
furnished the courtier and citizen with all that can 
be said against the schools. “For philosopljy is an 
ele'gant thing, if any one modestly meddles with it; 
but, if he is conversant with it more than is becom¬ 
ing, it corrupts the man.” He could well afford to be 
generous,—he, who from the sunlike centrality and 
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reach of his vision, had a f-aith without cloud. Such 
as his perception, was his speech; ho plays with the 
doubt, and makes the most of it; he paints and 
ipubblos; and by-and-by comes a sentence that moves 
the sea and land. The admirable earnest comes not 
only at iiitci'vals, in the perfect yes and no of the 
dialogue, but in bur.sts'bf light. “I, therefore, 
Calliclcs, am persuaded by these accounts, and con¬ 
sider how 1 may exhibit my soul bcfoi-e the judge in 
a healthy condition. Wherefore, disregarding the 
honoui'S that most men value, and looking to the 
truth, I shall endeavour in reality to li\ o as virtuously 
as I can; and, when I die, to die so. And I invite 
all other men, to the utmost of my power; and you, 
too, 1 in turn invite to this contest, wliich, I affirm, 
suipasses all contests here.” 

■ Ho is a great average man; one who, to the best 
thinking, aelds a proportion and etpiality in his facul¬ 
ties, so that men see in him their own di'cams and 
glimpses made available, and made to pass for what 
they arc. A groat common sense is his warrant and 
qualification to bo the world’s inteipreter. He has 
reason, as all the philo.sophic and poetic class have: 
but ho has, also, what they have not,—this strong 
solving sense to reconcile his poetry with the appear¬ 
ances of tlie world, and build a biidge from the streets 
of cities to the Atlantis. He omits never this gradua¬ 
tion, but slopes his thought, however picturesque the 
precipice on one side, to an access from the plain. 
Ho never writes in ecstasy, or catches ns up into 
poetic raptures. 
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Plato apprehended the cardinal facts. Ho could 
prostrate himself on the earth, imd cover his eyes, 
whilst he adored that •which cannot bo nntobered, or 
gauged, or known, or named: that of which every¬ 
thing can bo affirmed and denied: that “ rvhich is 
entity and nonentity.” He called it super-essential. 
He even stood ready, as in’the Parmenides, to demon¬ 
strate that it was so,—that this being exceeded the 
limits of intellect. No man over more fully acknow¬ 
ledged the Ineffable. Having ‘paiil hi.s homage, as 
for the hiim.an race, to the Illiraitahlo, ho then stood 
erect, and for the human race affirmed, “And yet 
things are knowablo!”—that is, the Asia in his mind 
was first heartily honoured,—the ocean of love and 
power, before form, before will, before knowledge, the 
Same, the (food, the Ojie; and now, refreshed and 
empowered by this worship, the instinct of Europe, 
namely, culture, returns; and he cries, Yet things are 
knowable ! They are knowable, because, being from 
oi*e, things corresiioud. There is a scale; and the 
correspondence of heaven to earth, of matter to mind, 
of the part to tlie whole, is our guide. A.s there is a 
science of stars, called astronomy; a science of quan¬ 
tities, called mathematics; a science of qualities, called 
chemistry; so there is a science of sciences,—I call it 
Dialectic,—which is the Intellect discriminating the 
false and the true. It re.sts on the observation of 
iddhtity and diversity; for, to judge, is to unito to an 
object the notion which belongs to it. The sciences, 
even the best,—mathematics and astronomy,—are 
like sportsmen, who seise whatever prey offers, oven 
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without being able to make any use of it Dialectic 
must teach the use of them. “This is of that rank 
that no intellectual man will enter on any study for 
its own sake, but only with a view to advance himself 
in that one sole science which embraces all.” 

“ The essence or peculiarity of man is to compre¬ 
hend a whole; or that which, in the diversity of 
sensations, can be comprised under a rational unity." 
“ The soul which has never perceived the truth, can¬ 
not pass into the human form.” I announce to men 
the Intellect. I announce the good of being inter¬ 
penetrated by the mind that made nature: this bene¬ 
fit, namely, that it can understand nature, which it 
made and maketh. Nature is good, but intellect is 
bettor; as the law-giver is before the law-receiver. I 
give you joy, 0 sons of men! that truth is altogether 
wholesome; that we have hope to search out what 
might be tlie very self of everything. The misery of 
man is to be baulked of the sight of essence, and to 
be stuffed with eonjoctures: but the supreme good .is 
reality; the supremo beauty is reality; and all virtue 
and all felicity depend on this science of the real: for 
courage is nothing else than knowledge: the fairest 
fortune that can befall man is to be guided by his 
daemon to that which is truly his own. This also is 
the essence of justice,—to attend every one his own; 
nay, the notion of virtue is not to be arrived at, 
except through direct contemplation of the divine 
essence. Courage, then! for, “the persuasion that we 
must search that which we do not know will render 
us, beyond comparison, better, braver, and more in- 
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dustrions, than if we thought it impossible to discover 
what we do not know, and useless to search for it.” 
He secures a position, not to be commanded, by his 
passion for reality; valuing philosophy only as it is 
the pleasure of conversing with real being. 

Thus, full of the genius of Europe, he said. Culture. 
He saw the institutions of Sparta, and recognised 
more genially, one would say, than any since, the 
hope of education. He delighted in every accomplish¬ 
ment, in every graceful and useful and truthful per¬ 
formance ; above all, in the splendours of genius and 
intellectual achievement “The whole of life, 0 
Socrates, said Glauco, is, with the wise, the measure 
of hearing such discourses as these.” What a price 
he sets on the feats of talent, on the powers of Pericles, 
of Isocrates, of Parmenides! What price, above 
price, on the talents themselves! He called the 
several faculties, gods, in liis beautiful personation. 
What value he gives to the art of gymnastic in educa- • 
ti»n; what to geometry; what to music; what to 
astronomy, whose appeasing and medicinal power he 
celebrates ! In the Timseus he indicates the highest 
employment of the eyes. “By us it is asserted that 
God invented and bestowed sight on us for this pur¬ 
pose,—that on surveying the circles of intelligence in 
the heavens, we might properly employ those of our 
own minds, which, though disturbed when compared 
wiSi the others that are uniform, are still allied to 
their circulations; and that, having thus learned, and 
being naturally possessed of a correct reasoning faculty, 
we might, by imitating the uniform revolutions of 
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divinity, set right oar own wanderings and blunders.” 
And in the Republic,—“By each of these disciplines, 
a certain Organ of the soul is both purified and re¬ 
animated, which is blinded and buried by studics'ot 
another kind; an organ better worth saving than ten 
thousand eyes, since truth is perceived by this alone.” 

Ho said. Culture; but 'ro first admitted its basis, 
and gave immeasurably the first place to advantages 
of luture. His patrician tastes Laid stress on the 
distinctions of birtli. In the doctrine of the organic 
character and disposition is the origin of caste. 
“ Such as werc fit to govern, into their corapo-sition 
the informing Deity mingled gold; into the military, 
silver; iron and brass for husbandmen .and artificers.” 
The E.ast confirms itself, in all ages, in this faith. 
The Koran is explicit on this point of caste. “ Men 
have their metal, as of gold and silver. Those of you 
who were the worthy ones in the state of ignorance, 
will be the worthy ones in the state of faith, as soon as 
yon embrace it.” Plato was not Ies.s firm. “Of the 
five orders of things, only four can be taught to the 
generidity of men.” In the Republic, he insists on 
the temperaments of the youth, as first of tho first. 

A happier example of tho stress laid on nature is 
in tho dialogue with tho young Thcagos, who rvishes to 
receive lessons from Socrates. Socrates declares that, 
if some have grown wise by associating with liim, no 
thanks are due to him; but, simply, whilst they were 
with him they grew wise, not because ■ol him ; ho pre¬ 
tends not to know the way of it. “ It is adverse to 
many, nor can those he benefited by associating with 
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me, whom the Dsemon opposes; so that it is not pos¬ 
sible for me to live with these. With many, however, 
he does not prevent mo from conversing, vdio yet are 
not at all benefited b/ associating with me. Such, 0 
Theages, is the a^ociation with me ; for, if it pleases 
the God, you will make great and rapid proficiency; 
you will not, if ho does n»t please. Judge whether 
it is not safer to be instructed by some one of those 
who have power over the benefit which they impart 
to men, than by me, who benefit or not, just as it may 
happen.” As if he had said, “I have no systomi I 
cannot be answerable for you. You wiU be what 
you must. If there is love between us, inconceivably 
delicious and profitable will our intercourse be; if 
not, your time is lost, and you wjll only annoy me. 
I sball seem to you stupid, and the reputation I have, 
false. Quito alxive us, beyond the will of you or mo, 
is this secret affinity or repulsion laid. All my good 
is magnetic, and I educate, not by lessons, but by 
gojng about my business.” 

He said. Culture; he said. Nature: and he failed 
not to add, “There is also the divine.” There is no 
thought in any mind, but it quickly tends to convert 
itself into a power, and organises ahuge instrumentality 
of means. Plato, lover of limits, loved the illimitable, 
slw the enlargement and nobility which come from 
truth itself, and good itself, and attempted, as if on 
the.part of the human intellect, once for all, do it 
adequate homage,—homage fit for the immense soul 
to receive, and yet homage becoming the intellect to 
render. He said, then, “ Our faculties run out into 

VOL. rv. X 
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infinity, and return to us thence. We can define but 
a little way; but hero is a fact which will not be 
skipped, aad which to shut our eyes upon is smcide. 
All things are in a scale; and, begin where we will, 
ascend and ascend. All things arq symbolical; and 
what we call results are beginnings.” 

A key to the method apd completeness of Plato is 
his twice bisected line. After ho has illustrated the 
relation between the absolute good and time, and the 
forms of the intelligible world, ho says;—“Let there 
bo a lino cut in two unequal parts. Cut again each 
of those two parts,—one representing the visible, the 
other the intelligible world,—and these two new sec¬ 
tions, representing the bright part and the dark part 
of these worlds, you nill have, for one of the sections 
of the visible world,—images, that is, both shadows 
and reflections; for the other section, the objects of. 
these images,—that is, plants, animals, and the works 
of art and nature. Then divide the intelligible world 
in like manner; the one seetjon will bo of opinions 
and hypotheses, and the other section, of truths.” 
To these four sections, the four operations of the soul 
correspond,—conjecture, faith, imderstanding, reason. 
As every pool reflects the image of the sun, so every 
thought and thing restores us an image and creature 
of the supremo Good. The universe is perforated 
by a million channels for his activity. All things 
mount and mount 

All his thought has this ascension; in Phajdrus, 
teaching that “heauty is the most lovely of all things, 
exciting hilarity, and shedding desire and confidence 
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through the universe, wherever it enters; and it 
enters, in some degree, into all things; but that there 
is another, which is as ranch more beautiful than 
beauty, as beauty is'than chaos; namely, wisdom, 
which our wonderful organ of sight cannot reach unto, 
but which, could it be seen, would ravish us with its 
perfect reality.” He has ^le same regard to it as the 
source of cxcellenco in works of art “’When an 
artificer, in the fabrication of any work, looks to that 
which always subsists according io the same; and, 
employing a model of tliis kind, expresses its idea 
and power in his work; it must follow, tliat his pro¬ 
duction should be beautiful. But when he beholds 
that which is bom and dies, it will bo far from beau¬ 
tiful.” 

Thus ever: the Banquet is a teaching in the same 
spirit, familiar now to all the poetry, and to all tjie 
sermons of the world, that the love of the sexes is 
initial; and symbolises, at a distance, the passion of 
the soul for tliat immense lake of beauty it exists to 
seek. This faith in the Divinity is never out of mind, 
and constitutes the limitation of all his dogmas. 
Body cannot teach wisdom;—God only. In the 
same mind, he constantly afSrms that virtue cannot 
be taught; that it is not a science, but an inspiration; 
tlat the greatest goods are produced to us through 
mania, and are assigned to ns by a divine gift 

Tliis loads mo to that central figure, which io had 
established in his Academy, as the organ through 
which every considered opinion shall be announced, 
and whose biography he has likewise so laboured. 
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that the historic facts arc lost in the light of Plato’s 
mind. Socrates and Plato are the double star, which 
the most .powerful instruments will not entirely 
separate. Socrates, again, in his traits and genius, 
is the best example of that synthesis which constitutes 
Plato’s extraordinary power. Socrate.s, a man of 
humble stem, but honest enough; of the commonest 
history; of a personal homeliness so remarkable, as 
to be a cause of wit in others,—the rather that his 
broad good nature and exquisite taste for a joke in¬ 
vited the sally, which was sure to be paid. 'Pho 
players personated him on the stage; the potters 
copied his ugly face on their stone jugs. He was a 
cool fellow, adding to his humour a perfect temper, 
and a knowledge of his man, be ho who he might 
whom he talked with, which laid the companion open 
to certain defeat in any debate,—and in debate he 
immoderately delighted. The young men are pro¬ 
digiously fond of him, and invito him to their feasts, 
whither ho goes for conversation. He can drink, 
too; has the strongest head in Athens; and, after 
leaving the whole party under the table, goes away, 
as if nothing had happened, to begin new dialogues 
with somebody tliat is sober. In short, he was what 
our eountry-people call an eld me. 

He afl'ectod a good many citizon-Iike tastes, whs 
monstrously fond of Athens, hated trees, never will¬ 
ingly Vent beyond the walls, knew the old characters 
valued the bores and philistines, thought everything 
in Athens a little better than anything in any other 
place. He was plain as a Quaker in habit and speech, 
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affected low phrases, and illustrations from cocks and 
quails, soup-pans and sycamore-spoons, grooms and 
farriers, and unnamcablo offices,—especially if ho 
talked with any superfine person. He had a Franklin¬ 
like wisdom. Thus, he showed one who was afraid to 
go on foot to Olympia, that it was no more than 
his daily walk within doofs, if continuously extended, 
would easily reach. 

Plain old uncle as he was, with his great ears,— 
an immense talker,—the rumour ran, that, on one or 
two occasions, in the war with Btcotia, he had shown 
a determination which had covered the retreat of a 
troop; and there was some story that, under cover of 
folly, he had, in the city government, when one day 
he chanced to hold a seat there, evinced a courage in 
opposing singly the popular voice, which had well- 
nigh mined him. Ho is very poor; but then hdis 
hardy as a soldier, and can live on a few olives; 
usually, in the strictest sense, on bread and water, 
eiicept when entertained by his friends. His neces¬ 
sary expenses were exceedingly small, and no one 
could live as he did. He wore no under garment; 
his upiwr garment was the same for summer and 
winter; and he went barefooted; and it is said that, 

procure the pleasure, which he loves, of talking at 
his ease all day with the most elegant and cultivated 
young men, ho will now and then return to hi^ shop, 
am? carve statues, good or bad, for sale. However 
that be, it is certain that he had grown to delight in 
nothing else than this conversation; and that, under 
his hypocritical pretence of knowing nothing, he 
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attacks and brings down all the fine speakers, all the 
fine philosophers of Athens, whether natives, or 
strangers Irom Asia Minor and^the islands Nobody 
can refuse to talk with him, he is so honest, and 
really curious to know; a man who was willingly 
confuted, if he did not speak the truth, and who will¬ 
ingly confuted others assoHing what was false; and 
not loss pleased when confuted than when confuting; 
for he thought not any evil happened to men, of such 
a magnitude as false’opinion respecting the just and 
unjust. A pitiless disputant, who knows nothing, 
but the bounds of whose conquering intelligence no 
man had ever reached; whose temper was imper¬ 
turbable ; whose dreadful logic was always leisurely 
and sportive; so careless and ignorant, as to disarm 
the wariest, and draw them, in the pleasantest manner, 
iiito horrible doubts and confusion. But he always 
knew the way out; knew it, yet would not tell it. 
No escajie; ho drives them to terrible choices by his 
dilemmas, and tosses the Hippiascs and Gorgiasas, 
with their grand reputations, as a boy tosses his balls. 
The tyrannous realist! — Mono has discoursed a 
thousand time.?, at length, on virtue, before many 
companies, and very' well, as it appeared to him; but 
at this moment, he cannot even tell what it is,—this 
cramp-fish of a Socrates has so bewitched him. 

Th^s hard-headed humourist, whose strange con¬ 
ceits, drollery, and imliommie diverted the ydung 
patricians, whilst the rumour of 'his sayings and 
quibbles gets abroad every day, turns out, in the 
sequel, to have a probity as invincible as his logic, and 
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to bo eitlier insane, or at least, nnder cover of this 
play, enthusiastic in his religion. Wlien accused be¬ 
fore the judges of subverting the populap creed, he 
affirms the immortality of the soul, the future reward 
and punishment ;• and refusing to recant, in a caprice 
of the popular government was condemned to die, and 
sent to the prison. Soersttos entered the prison, and 
took away all ignominy from the place, which could 
not be a prison whilst he w-as there. Crito bribed 
the jailer; but Socrates would "not go out by treach¬ 
ery. “ Whatever inconvenience ensue, nothing is to 
be preferred before justice. These things I hear like 
pipes and drams, wdioso sound makes me deaf to 
everything you say.” The fame of this prison, the 
fame of the discourses there, and the drinking of the 
hemlock, are one of tlio most precious pa.ssages in the 
history of the world. 

The rare coincidence in one ugly body, of the droll 
and the martyr, the keen street and market debater' 
’saith the sweetest saint known to any history at 
that time, had forcibly struck the mind of Plato, so 
capacious of these contrasts; and the figure of Socrates, 
by a necessity, placed itself in the foreground of the 
scene, as the fittest dispenser of the intellectual trea- 
rares ho had to communicate. It was a rare fortune, 
that this .Sisop of the mob, and this robed scholar, 
should meet, to make each other immortal in their 
mfltual faculty. The strange synthesis, in t£e char¬ 
acter of Socrates, capped the synthesis in the mind of 
Plato. Moreover, by this means, he was able, in the 
direct way, and without envy, to avail himself of the 
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Tvit and weiglit of Socrates, to which unquestionably 
his own debt was great; and these derived again their 
principal advantage from the perfect art of Plato. 

It remains to say, that the defect of Plato in power 
is only that which results inevitably from his quality. 
He is intellectual in his aim: and therefore, in ex¬ 
pression, literary. Mounting into heaven, diving into 
the pit, expounding the laws of the state, the p.asaion 
of love, the remorse of crime, the hojic of the parting 
soul,—-he is literary, ahd never otherwise. It is almost 
the sole deduction from the merit of Plato, that his 
writings have not,—what is, no doubt, incident to this 
regnancy of intellect in his work,—the vital authority 
wliich the screams of prophets and the sermons of 
unlettered Arabs and .Tews possess. There is an in¬ 
terval ; and to cohesion, contact is necessary. 

•I know not what can be said in reply to this criti¬ 
cism, but that wo have come to a fact in the nature 
of things; an oak is not an orange. The qualities 
of sugar remain with sugar, and those of salt with 
salt. 

In the second place, he has not a system. The 
dearest defenders and disciples arc at fault. He at^ 
tempted a theory of the universe, and his theory is 
not complete or self-evident. One man thinks h^ 
means this; and another, that; he has said one thing 
in one place, and the reverse of it in another place. 
He is charged with having failed to make the trahsi- 
tion from ideas to matter. Here is the world, sound 
as a nut, perfect, not the smallest piece of chaos left, 
never a stitch nor an end, not a mark of haste, or 
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botching, or second thought; but the theory of tho 
world is a thing of shreds and patchea 

The longest wave ia quickly lost in the B«a. Plato 
would willingly have a Platoiiism, a knoivn and accu¬ 
rate cxpres,sion of the world, and it should be accurate. 
It shall be the world passed through tho mind of Plato, 
—nothing less. Every atom shall have the Platonic 
tinge; every atom, every relation or quality you knew 
before, you shall know again, and find here, but now 
ordered; not nature, but art. "And you shall fool 
that Alexander indeed overran, with men and horses, 
some countries of tho planet; but countries, and things 
of which countries are made, elements, planet itself, 
laws of planet and of men, have passed through this 
man as broad into his body, and become no longer 
bread, but body: so all this mammoth morsel has 
become Plato. He has clajiped copyright on the world. 
This is tho ambition of individualism. But the 
mouthful jiroves too laigo. Iloa cmislridor has good 
wilj to eat it, but he is foiled. He falls abroad in the 
attempt; and biting, gets strangled ; the bitten world 
holds tho biter fast by his own teeth. There he 
perishes; unconquered nature lives on, and forgets 
him. So it fares with all: so must it faro with Plato. 
In view of ctemal nature, Plato turns out to be philo- 
sdjihical exercitationa He argues on this side, and 
on that. The acutest German, the lovingest disciple, 
could never tell wdiat Platonism was; indeed, admir¬ 
able texts can be quoted on both sides of every great 
question from him. 

These things we are forced to say, if we must con- 
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aider the effort of Plato, or of any philosopher, to 
dispose of Natoe,—which will not be disposed of. 
No power of genius has ever yet had the smallest 
success in explaining existence. The perfect enigma 
remains. But there is an injustice in assuming this 
ambition for Plato. Let us not seem to treat with 
flippancy his venerable name. Men, in proportion 
to their intellect, have admitted his transcendant 
claims. The way to know him, is to compare him, 
not with nature, bit with other men. How many 
ages have gone by, and he remains unapproached! 
A chief structure of human wit, like Karnac, or 
the mediaeval catliedrals, or the Etrurian remains, 
it requires all the breadth of human faculty to 
know it. I think it is trueliest seen, when seen with 
the most respect His sense deepens, his merits 
ibultiply, with study. When we say, here is a fine 
collection of fables; or, when we praise the style; or 
the common sense; or arithmetic; we speak as boys, 
and much of our impatient criticism of the dialectic, 
I suspect, is no better. The criticism is like our im¬ 
patience of miles, when we are in a hurry; but it is 
still best that a mile should have seventeen hmdred 
and sixty yards. The great-eyed Plato proportioned 
the lights and shades after the genius of our lik ^ 
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Tuk publication, in Mr. Bolin’s “Serial Library,” of 
the excellent translations of Plato, Vliicli we esteem one 
of the chief benefits the cheap press has yielded, gives 
us an occasion to take hastily a few more notes of the 
elevation and bearings of this fixed star; or, to add a 
bulletin, like the journals, of Flaio at (he latest data 

Modem science, by the extent of its generalisation, 
has learned to indemnify the student of man for the 
defects of individuals, by tracing growth and ascent 
in races; and, by the simple expedient of lighting up 
thovast background, generates a feeling of complacency 
and hope. The human Iroing has the saurian and 
the plant in his rear. Ilis aids and sciences, the easy 
issue of his brain, look glorious when prospectively 
beheld from the distant brain of ox, crocodile, and fish. 
It seems as if nature, in regarding the geologic night 
behind her, when, in five or six millenniums, she had 
turned out five or six men, as Homer, Phidias, Menu, 
and* Columbus, was no wise discontented witli the 
result These samples attested the viitue of the tree. 
These were a clear amelioration of trilobite and 
saurus, and a good basis for further proceeding. 
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With this artist, time and space are cheap, and she is 
insensible to what you say of tedious preparation. 
She waitbd tranquilly the flowing periods of paleon¬ 
tology, for the hour to bo struck when man should 
arrive. Then periods must pass before the motion of 
the earth can be suspected; then before the map of 
the instincts and the cultivable powers can be drawn. 
But as of races, so the succession of individual men is 
fatal and beautiful, and Plato has the fortune, in the 
history of mankind,' to mark an epoch. 

Plato’s fame docs not stand on a syllogism, or on 
any masterpieces of the Socratic reasoning, or on any 
thesis, as, for example, the immortality of tlio soul. 
He is more than an expert, or a schoolman, or a 
geometer, or the prophet of a peculiar message. He 
represents the privilege of the intellect, the power, 
namely, of carrying up every fact to successive plat¬ 
forms, and so disclosing, in every fact, a genu of 
expansion. These expansions are in the essence of 
thought. The naturalist would never help ns to them 
by any discoveries of the extent of the universe, but 
is as poor when cataloguing the resolved nebula of 
Orion, as when measiufng the angles of an acre. But 
the Eepublic of Plato, by these expansions, may be 
said to require, and so to anticipate, the astronomy, of 
Laplace. The expansions are organie. The mind 
does^not create what it perceives, any more than the 
eye creates the rose. In ascribing to Plato the taerit 
of announcing them, we only say, here was a more 
complete man, who could apply to nature tlie whole 
scale of the senses, the understanding, and the reason. 
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These expansions, or extensions, consist in continuing 
the spiritual sight where tlie horizon falls on oui' 
natural vision, and, by. this second sight, discovering 
the long lines of law Which shoot in every direction. 
Everywhere he stands on a path which has no end, 
but runs continuously round the universe. Therefore, 
every word becomes an ejqjonent of Nature. What¬ 
ever he looks upon discloses a second sense, and 
ulterior senses. His perception of the generation of 
contraries, of death out of life, and life out of death,— 
that law by which, in nature, decomposition is recom¬ 
position, and putrefaction and cholera are only signals 
of a new creation; his discernment of the little in 
the large, and the large in the small; studying the 
state in the citizen, and the citizen in the state; 
and leaving it doubtful whether he exhibited the 
Eepublic as an allegory on the education of the private 
soul; his beautiful definitions of ideas, of time, of 
form, of figure, of the line, sometimes hypothetically 
giv^en, as his defining of virtue, courage, justice, 
temperance; his love of the apologue, and his apo¬ 
logues themselves; the cave of Trophonius; the ring 
of Gyges; the charioteer and two horses; the golden, 
silver,, brass, and iron temperaments; Theuth and 
Thamus; and the visions of Hades and the Fates,— 
fables which have imprinted themselves in the human 
memory like the signs of the zodiac; his soliform eye 
and.his boniform soul; his doctrine of assimilation; 
his doctrine of reminiscence; his clear vision of the 
laws of return, or reaction, which secure instant 
justice throughout the universe, instanced every- 
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where, but specially in the doctrine, “ what comes from 
God to us, returns from us to God,” and in Socrates’ 
belief thait the laws below are sjsters of the laws above. 

More striking examples arfl his moral conclusions. 
Plato affirms the coincidence of science and virtue; 
for vice can never know itself and virtue; but virtue 
knows both itself and vine. The eye attested that 
justice was best, as long as it was profitable; Plato 
affirms that it is profitable throughout; that the pro¬ 
fit is intiinsic, though the just conceal liis justice from 
gods and men; that it is bettor to sufier injustice 
than to do it; that the sinner ought to covet punish¬ 
ment ; that the lie was more hurtfnl tliau homicide; 
and that ignorance, or the involuntary lie, was more 
calamitous than involuntary homicide; that the soul 
is imwillingly deprived of true ojiinious; and that no 
man sins willingly; that the order or proceeding of 
nature was from the mind to the body; and, though 
a sound body cannot restore an unsound mind, yet a 
good soul can, by its virtue, render the body the best 
possible. The intelligent have a right over the 
ignorant, namely, the right of instructing them. The 
right punishment of one out of tunc, is to make him 
play in tune; the fine which the good, refusing to 
govern, ought to pay, is to be governed by a worse 
man; that his guaids shall not handle gold and 
silver, but shall be instracted that there is gold and 
silver in their souls, wliich will make men willuig to 
give tliem evcrytliing wliich they need. 

This second sight explains the stress laid on 
geometry. He saw that the globe of earth was not 
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more lawful and precise than was the supersensible; 
that a celestial geometry was in place there, as a 
logic of linos and angitis here below; that the world 
was throughtjut mathematical; the proportions are 
constant of oxygen, azote, and lime; there is just so 
much Avater, and slate, and magnesia; not loss are 
the proportions constant of.tiio moral elements. 

This eldc.st Goethe, hating varnidi and falsehood, 
delighted in revealing the real at tlie base of the 
accidental; in discovering connection, continuity, and 
representation, everywhere; hating insulation; and 
appears like the god of wealth among the cabins of 
vagabonds, opening power and capability in evciy- 
thiug ho touches. Etliical science was new and vacant, 
when Plato could write thus“ Of all whoso argu¬ 
ments are left to the men of the present time, no one 
has ever yet condemned injustice, or praised justica, 
otherwise than as respects the I'eputc, honours, and 
emoluments arising therefrom; while, as respects 
either of them in itself, and subsisting by its own 
power in the soul of the possessor, and concealed both 
from gods and men, no one has yet sufficiently in¬ 
vestigated, either in poetry or prose writings,—how, 
namely, that the one is the greatest of all the evils that 
the soul has within it, and justice the greatest good.” 

• His definition of ideas, as what is simple, perma¬ 
nent, uniform, and self-existent, for ever discriminating 
thena from the notions of the understanding, marks 
an era in the world. He was born to behold the 
self-evolving power of spirit, endless generator of new 
ends; a power which is the key at once to the cen- 
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trality and the evanescence of things. Plato is so 
centred, that he can well spare all his dogmas. Thus 
the fact qf knowledge and ideifs reveals to him the fact 
of eternity; and the doctrine 6f reminiscence he offers 
as the most probable particular ^ explication. Call 
that fanciful,—it matters not: the connection between 
our knowledge and the abyss of being is still real, and 
the explication must be not less magnificent. 

He hay indicated every eminent point in specula¬ 
tion. He wrote on, the scale of the mind itself, so 
that all things have symmetry in liis tablet. He put 
in all the past, without weariness, and descended into 
dfetail with a courage like that he witnessed in nature. 
One would say that his forerunners had mapped out 
each a farm, or a district, or an island, in intellectual 
geography, but that Plato firet drew the sphere. He 
domesticates the soul in nature: man is the micro¬ 
cosm. All the circles of the visible heaven represent 
as many circles in the rational soul. There is no 
lawless particle, and there is nothing casual in _ the 
action of the human mind. The names of things, 
too, are fatal, following the nature of things. All the 
gods of the Pantheon arc, by their names, significant 
of a profound sense. The gods are the ideas. Pan 
is speech, or manifestationj Saturn, the contempla¬ 
tive; Jove, the regal soul;: and MaiB,passioa Venus 
is proportion; Calliope, the soul of the world; Aglaia, 
intellectual illustration. 

These thoughts, in sparkles of light, had appeared 
often to pious and to poetic souls; but this well- 



II.] 


PLATO ; NEW llEAMNGS. 


321 


bred, oil-knowing Greek geoinetor comes ivith com¬ 
mand, gathers them all up into rank and gradation, 
the Euclid of holiness, -and marries the tw» parts of 
natiu'e. Before all men, he .saw the iutellcctnal values 
of the moral sentiment. He dcscrihes his own ideal, 
when ho paints in Timasns a god leading things from 
disorder into order. He kindled a fire so truly in 
the centre, that wo see the sphere illuminated, and 
can distinguish jiolesi, equator, and lines of- latitude, 
every ai'C and node: a theory so’averaged, so modu- 
lateil, that you would say the winds of ages had swept 
through this rhythmic stnicture, and not that it was 
the brief extempore blotting of one .shorUived scribe. 
Hence it has happened that a very well-marked class 
of souls, namely, those who delight in giving a spiritual, 
that is, an etliico-intellectual expression to every truth, 
by exhibiting an ulterior end which is yet legitimate 
to it, are said to Platoniso. Thus, Michel Angelo is 
a Platonist, in his sonnets. Shakspeare is a Platonist, 
when he writes “ Nature is made better by no mean, 
but nature makes that mean,” or, 

“ He, that can etubiro 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lonl, 

Does conquer him tliat diil hi.s master conquer, 

And earns a place in the story.” 

Hamlet is a pure Platom'st, and ’tis the magnitude 
only of Shakspeare’s proper genius that hinders him 
fronp being classed as the most eminent of this school. 
Swedenborg, throughout his prose poem of “ Conjugal 
Love,” is a Platonist. 

His subtlety commended him to men of thought. 

VOL. rv. Y 
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The secret of his popular success is the moral aim, which 
endeared him to mankind. “Intellect,” he said, “is 
king of heaven and of earth; ” ■ hut, in Plato, intellect 
is always moral. Ilis writings have also the sempi¬ 
ternal youth of poetry. For their arguments, most 
of tlwm, might have boon couched in. sonnets; arid 
poetry has never soared higher than in the Timseus 
and the Phasdrns. As the poet, too, he is only con¬ 
templative. Ho did not, like Pythagoras, break 
himself with an institutioa All his painting in the 
Eepublic must bo esteemed mythical, with intent to 
bring out, sometimes in violent colours, his thought. 
You cannot institute, without peril of charlatanism. 

It was a high scheme, his absolute privilege for 
the best (which, to make emphatic, ho expressed by 
community of women), as the premium which he 
Would set on grandeur. There shall be exempts of two 
kinds; first, those who by demerit have put them¬ 
selves below protection,—orrtlaws; and secondly, tliose 
who by eminence of nature and desert are out of Hie 
reach of your rewards: lot such bo fi-ce of tho city, 
and above the law. We confide thorn to themselves; 
let thorn do witli us as they rvill. Let none presume 
to measure the irregularities of Michel Angelo and 
Socrates by village scales. 

Ill his eighth book of the Eepublic, he throw»a 
little mathematical dust in our eyes. I am sorry to 
see him, after such noble superiorities, permitting the 
lie to governors. Plato plays Providence a little with 
the baser sort, as people allow themselves with their 
dogs and cats. 



SWEDENBOEG; OE, THE MYSTIC. 


Among eminent persons, those who are most dear to 
men are not of the class which tlie economist calls 
producers; they have notliing in their hands; they 
have not cultivated corn, nor made bread; they have 
not led out a colony, nor invented a loom. A higher 
class, in tlie estimation and love of this city-building, 
mai’ket-going race of mankind, are the poets, rvho, 
from the intellectual kingdom, feed the thought and 
imjigination with ideas and pictures which raise men 
out of the world of com and money, and console them 
for the shortcomings of the day, and the meannesses 
of labour and traffic. Then, also, tlie philosopher has 
his value, who flatters the intellect of this labourer, 
by engaging him with subtleties which instruct him 
in new faculties. ‘ Othcre ifiay build cities; he is to 
understand tliem, and keep tliem in awe. But there 
is asclass who lead us into another region,—the'world 
of morals, or of will. What is singular about this 
region of thought is its claim. Wherever the senti¬ 
ment of right comes in, it takes precedence of every- 
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thing else. For other things, I make poetry of them; 
but the moral sentiment makes poetry of mo. 

I have sometimes thought that he wouH render the 
greatest service to modem criticism, who shall draw 
the lino of relation that subsists between Shakspeare 
and Swedenborg. The human mind stands ever in 
perplexity, demanding intellect, demanding sanctity, 
impatient equally oi each without tlio other. The 
reconciler has not yet appeared. If wo tire of the 
saints, Shaks])earo B our city of refuge. Yet the 
instincts presently teach, tliat the problem of essence 
must take precedence ot all others,—the questions oi 
Whence 1 What! and Wliitlier i and the solution of 
these must be in a life, and not in a book. A drama 
or poem is a proximate or oblique reply; but Moses, 
Menu, Jesus, work directly on this problem. The 
atmosphere of moral sentiment is a region of grandeur 
which reduces all material magnificence to toys, yet 
opens to every wretch that has reason the doors of 
the universa Almost with a fierce haste it lays, its 
empire on the man. In the language of the Koran, 
“God said, the heaven and the caitli, and all that is 
between them, think yo tliat we created them in jest 
and that yo shall not return to us ?” It is the king¬ 
dom of the will, and by inspiring the will, which is 
the seat of personality, seems to convert the nniveroe 
into a person;— 

“ The realms of beinjj to no other bow, 

Not only all are thine, but al) are Then.” 

All men are commanded by the saint The Koran 
makes a distinct class of those who are by nature good. 
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and whose goodness has an influence on others, and 
pronounces this class to bo the aim of creation; the 
other classes arc admitted to the feast of Iteing, only 
as following in the train of this. And the Persism 
j)oet exclaims to soul of tliis kind,— 

“ Go boldly forth, and feast on bftinfi’.s banquet; 

Thou art the called,—thes’cst admitted with thee.” 

The privilege of this caste is an access to the secrets 
and structure of nature, by some higher method than 
by experience. In common parlance, what one man 
is said to loam by experience, a m.an of extraordinaiy 
sagacity is said, without experience, to divine. The 
Arabians say, that Abul Khain, the mystic, and Abu 
Ali Seona, the philo.sophor, conferred together; and 
on parting the philosopher said, “All that ho sees, I 
know;” and the mystic said, “All that ho knows, I 
see.” If one shoidd ask the reason of this iutuitioli, 
the solution would lead us into that property which 
Plato denoted as Itcminisconcc, and which is implied 
bystho Brahmins in the tenet of Transmigration. The 
sold having been often bom, or, as the Hindoos say, 
“ travelling the path of existence through thousands 
of births,” having beheld the things which are hero, 
those which are in heaven, and those which are be¬ 
neath, there is nothing of which she has not gained 
the knowledge; no wonder that she is able to recollect, 
in regard to any one thing, what formerly she Jmew. 
“Fdh, all things in nature being linked and related, 
and the soul having heretofore known all, nothing 
hinders hut that any man who has recalled to mind, 
or, according to the common phrase, has learned one 
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thing only, should of himself recover all his ancient 
knowledge, and find out again all the rest, if he have 
hut courage, and faint not in the midst of his re¬ 
searches. For inquiry and learning is reminiscence 
all.” How much more, if he thatdnquires he a holy 
and godlike soul! For, hy heing assimilated to the 
original soul, hy whom, alul after whom, all things 
suhsish the soul of man docs then easily flow into all 
things, and all things flow into it: they mix ; and he 
is present and symjtathctic with their structure and 
law. 

This path is difficult, secret, and heset with terror. 
The ancients called it ecstasy or absence,—a getting 
out of their bodies to think. All religious history 
contains traces of the trance of saints,—a beatitude, 
but W'ithout any sign of joy, eanie.st, solitary, even 
slid; “the flight,” Plotinus called it, “of the alone to 
the aloneMuccri?, the closing of the eyes,—whence 
our word Myslic. The trances of Socrates, Plotinus, 
Porphyry, Bchmen, liunyan. Fox, Pa.scal, Gnion, 
Swedenborg, will readily come to mind. But what 
as readily comes to mind is the accompaniment of 
disease. This beatitude comes in terror, and with 
shock,s to tlie mind of the receiver. “It o'’erinforms 
the tenement of clay,” and 'drives the man mad; or 
gives a certain violent bias, which taints his judgment. 
In thp chief examples of religious illumination, some¬ 
what morbid has mingled, in spite of the unque^cion- 
able increase of menud jiower. 'Must the highest 
good drag after it a quality wliich neutralises and 
discredits it! — 
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“ lilted, it takes 

From our acliievementa, when perfoniied at height, 

The pith aud maiTOw of onr attribute.” 

Sliall we say that tlih economical mother disburses 
so much earth ami so much fire, liy weight and metre, 
to make a man, and will not atld a pennyweight, 
though a nation is perishing for a leader 1 Therefore, 
tho men of God purelmscd their science by folly 
or pain. If you will have pure carbon, carbuncle, 
or diamond, to make the brain transparent, tho 
trunk and organs shall be so much the grosser: 
instead of porcelain they are potter’s earth, clay, or 
mud. 

In modem times, no such remarkable example of 
this introverted mind has occurred, as in Emanuel 
Swedenborg, bom in Stockholm in IficSS. This man, 
who ajipcared to his contemporaries a visionary, and 
elixir of moonbeams, no doubt led tlie most real life 
of any man then in tho world: and now, when the 
royal aud ducal Frederics, Cristierns, and Ilrunswicks, 
of tliat day, have slid into oblivion, he begins to 
spread himself into tho minds of thousands. As 
happens in great men, he seemed, by the vai’iety and 
amount of his jwwors, to be a composition of several 
persons,—like the giant fraits wliich are matured in 
gardens by the ufiion of four or five single blossoms. 
His frame is on a larger sc,ale, .and possesses the 
advantages of size. As it is easier to see tho reflec¬ 
tion of the great sphere in largo globes, though 
defaced by some crack or blemish, than in drops of 
water, so men of large calibre, though with some 
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occontricity or madness, like Pascal or Newton, help 
us more than balanced mediocre minds. 

Ilis youth and training could not fail to he extra¬ 
ordinary. Such a boy could not whistle or dance, but 
goes grubbing into mines and mountains, prying into 
chemistry and optics, jhysiology, mathematics, and 
astronomy, to find images 'fit for the measure of his 
vomtilo and capacious brain. He was a scholar 
from a child, and was educated at Upsala. At the 
ago of twenty-cigbtl ho was made Assessor of the 
Hoard of Mines by Charles XII. In 1716 ho left 
homo for four yiars, .and \d.sited the universities of 
Hiigland, Holland, Piunco, anil Germany, lie per¬ 
formed a notable feat of engineering in 1718, at the 
.siege of Fi'oderic.sliall, by hauling two galleys, five 
boats, and a slooj), some fourteen English miles over¬ 
land, for the royal scrvica In 1721 he joumeyed 
over Euro]ie, to examine mines and smelting W'orks. 
lie published, in 1710, his Ihedalus Hyperborous, 
and, from this time, for the next thirty yearn, was 
employed in the com|)osition and publication of his 
sciontilic works. With the like force ho threw him¬ 
self into theology. In 174.'l, when ho was fifty-four 
year.s old, what is calleil bis illumination began. All 
his metallurgy, and transportation of ships overland, 
was tibsorbeal into this ecsta.sy. He ceased to publish 
any iporo scientific book.s, withdrew from his practi¬ 
cal labours, and devoted himself to the writinjf and 
[mblication of his voluminous ‘theological works, 
which were printed at his own cxjiensc, or at that of 
the Duke of Brunsivick, or other prince, at Dresden, 



Ill,] SWEDENBOEG; OE, THE MYSTIC. 329 

Lcipsic, Lonclon, or Amsterdam. Later he resigned 
his office of Assessor; the salary attached to this 
office continued to ho paid to him durii^ his life. 
His duties had brought him into intimate acquaintance 
with King Charles XII., by whom ho was much con¬ 
sulted and honoured. The like favour was continued 
to him by his successor, tit the Diet of 1751, Count 
Hopkon says, the most solid memorials on finance 
were from his pen. In Sweden he appears to have 
attracted a ma,rkcd regard. His rare science and 
practical skill and the added fame of second sight, 
and extraordinary religious knowledge and gifts, 
drew to him queens, nobles, clergy, shipmasters, and 
people about the jiorts through which ho was wont to 
pass in his many voyages. The clergy intcifcrcd a 
little with the importation and publication of his 
religious works; but ho seems to have kc])t the 
friendship of men in power. He was never mamed. 
He had great modesty and gentleness of bearing. 
His habits wore simjile; he lived on bread, milk, and 
vegetables; he lived in a house situated in a large 
garden : ho went several times to England, whore he 
docs not seem to have attracted any attention whatever 
from the learned or the eminent; and died at London, 
March 29, 1772, of apoiile.vy, in his eighty-fifth year. 
He is described, 'ihen in London, as a man of a quiet, 
clerical habit, not averse to tea and coffee, and kind to 
children. He wore a sword when in full velvet dress, 
and whenever ho walked out .carried a gold-headed 
cane. There is a common portrait of him in antique 
coat and wig, but the face has a wandering or vacant air. 
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The genius which was to penetrate the science of 
the ago with a far more subtle science; to pass the 
bounds of space and time; venture into the dim 
spirit-realm, and attempt to establish a new religion 
in the woi'ld,—began its lesson^ in quarries and 
forges, in the snicltiiig-pot and crucible, in ship-yards 
and dissecting-rooms. N.cu one man is perhaps able 
to judge of tlio merits of his works on so many 
subjects. One is glad to learn that his books on 
mines and metals are held in the highest esteem by 
those who understand these matters. It seems that 
he anticipated much science of the nineteenth century; 
anticipated, in astronomy, the discovery of the seventh 
planet,—but, unhappily, not also of the eighth; an¬ 
ticipated the views of modern astronomy in regard 
to the generation of earths by the sun; in magnetism, 
some imjiortant experiments and conclusions of later 
students; in chemistry, the atomic theory; in anar 
tomy, the discoveries of Schlichting, Monro, and 
Wilson; and first demonstrated the office of fho 
lungs. His excellent English editor magnanimously 
lays no stress on his discoveries, since he was too 
great to care to be original; and wo are to judge, 
by what he can spare, of what remains. 

A colossal soul, he lies vast abroad on his times, 
uncomprehended by them, and reduires a long focsl 
distance to be seen; suggests, as Aiistotle, Bacon, 
Solden, Humboldt, that a certain vastnoss of kam- 
ing, or quasi omnipresence of the humim soul in 
nature, is possible. His superb speculation, as from a 
tower, over nature and arts, without ever losing sight 
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of the texture and sequence of things, almost realises 
his own picture, in the “ Principia,” of the original 
integrity of man. Over and above the merit of Ids 
particular discoveries. Is the capital merit of his self- 
equality. A drop of water has the properties of 
the sea, but cannot exhibit a storm. There is beauty 
of a concert, as well as of «, flute; strength of a host, 
as well as of a hem; and in Swedenborg, those who 
are best acquainted with modern books will most 
admire the merit of mass. One" of the missouriums 
and mastodons of literature, he is not to bo measured 
by whole colleges of ordinary scholars. His stalwart 
presence would flutter the gowns of an university. 
Our hooks are fal.se by being fragmentary; their 
sentences are ion mils, and not parts of natural dis¬ 
course; childish expressions of surprise or pleasure 
in nature; or, worse, owing a brief notoriety to their 
petulance, or aversion from the order of nature,— 
being some curiosity or oddity, designedly not in 
hajinony with nature, and purposely framed to excite 
surprise, as jugglers do by concealing their means. 
But Swedenborg is systematic, and respective of the 
world in every sentence; all the means are orderly 
given ; his faculties work with a.stronomic punctuality, 
and this admirable writing is pure from all pertness 
dr egotism. 

Swedenborg was bom into an atmosphere of great 
ideffi. ’Tis hard to say what was his own : yet his 
life was dignified by noblest pictures of the universe. 
The robust Aristotelian method, with its breadth and 
adequateness, shaming our sterile and linear logic 
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by its genial radiation, conversant with series and 
degree, witli effects and ends, skilM to discriminate 
power from form, essence from accident, and opening, 
by its terminology and definition, high roads into 
nature, had trained a race of athjetic philosophers. 
Harvey had shown the circulation of the blood; 
Gilbert had shown that..4110 earth was a magnet: 
l)esc.artes, taught by Gilbert’s magnet, with its vorteic, 
spiral, and poharity, had filled Europe with tlie lead¬ 
ing thought of voitical motion as the secret of nature. 
Newton, in the year in which Swedenborg was 
bom, published tho “Principia,” and established tlie 
universal gravity. Malpighi, following tho high 
doctrines of Hippocrates, Lcucipims, and Lucretius, 
h.ad given emphasis to the dogma that nature works in 
leasts,—“ tota in minimis existit natura.” Unrivalled 
dissectors, Swammerdam, Leeuwenhoek, Winslow, 
Eustaehius, Hei.stcr, Vesalius, Boerhaave, had loft 
nothing for scalpel or microscope to reveal in human 
or comp.irativo anatomy: Linmeus, his contemporary, 
was affinning, in his beautiful science, that “Nature 
is always like herselfand, lastly, tho nobility of 
method, tho largest application of principles, had 
been exhibited by Leibnitz and Christian Wolff, in 
cosmology; whilst Locke and Grotius had drawn the 
moral argument. What was left for a genius of the 
largest calibre, but to go over their ground, and 
verify and unite) It is easy to see, in these minds, 
tho origin of Swedenborg’s studies, and the sugges¬ 
tion of his problems. Ho had a capacity to entertain 
and vivify these volumes of thought. Yet the prox- 
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imity of those geniuses, one or other of whom had 
introduced all his loading ideas, makes Swedenborg 
another example of the difficulty, even ia a highly 
fertile genius, of prolong originality, the first biith 
and anntmeiation of one of the laws of nature. 

He named his favourite views the doctrine of 
Forms, the doctrmo of Series and Degrees, the doc¬ 
trine of Influx, the Doctrine of CoiTcspondcnce. His 
statement of these doctrines deserves to bo studied in 
his hooka Not every man can road them, but they 
will reward him who can. His theologic works arc 
valuable to illustrate these. His writings would bo 
a sufficient library to a lonely and athletic student ; 
and the “ Economy of the Animal Kingdom ” is one of 
those books which, by the sustained dignity of think¬ 
ing, is an honour to the human race. He had studied 
spars and metals to some purpose. His varied and 
solid knowledge makes Ins stylo lustrous with points 
and shooting spicula of tliought^ and resembling one 
ofJhoso winter mornings when the air sparkles with 
crystak The grandeur of the topics makes the 
grandeur of the style. He was apt for cosmology, 
because of tlrat native perception of identity which 
made mere size of no accoimt to him. In the atom 
of magnetic iron he saw the quality which would 
generate the spir^ motion of sun and planet 

The thoughts in which he lived were, the universal¬ 
ity flf each law in nature; the Platonic doctrine of the 
scale or degrees; the version or conversion of each 
into other, and so the correspondence of all the parts; 
the fine secret that little explains large, and large, 
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little; the centrality of man in nature, and the connec¬ 
tion that subsists throughout all things: he saw that 
the human body was strictly univeml, or an instru¬ 
ment through which the soul feeds and is fed by the 
whole of matter: so that he held, in exact antagonism 
to the sceptics, that “ the wiser a man is, the more will 
he bo a worshipper of the Deity.” In short, he was a 
believer in the Identity-philosophy, which he held not 
idly, as the dreamcre of Berlin or Boston, but which 
ho experimented with and stablishcd through years 
of labour, with the heart and strength of the rudest 
Viking that his rough Sweden ever sent to battle. 

This theory dates from the oldest philosophers, 
and derives perhajjs its best illustration from the 
newest It is this; that nature iterates her means 
perpetually on successive planes. In the old aphorism, 
Miture is always self-similar. In the plant, the eye or 
germinativo point opens to a leaf, then to another 
leaf, with a power of transforming the loaf into radicle, 
stamen, pistil, petal, bract, sepal, or seed. The whole 
art of the plant is still to repeat leaf on leaf without 
end, the more or less of heat, light, moisture, and 
food, determining Uie form it shall assume. In the 
animal, nature mates a vertebra, or a spine of verte- 
brse, and helps jicrsclf still by a new spine, wnth a 
limited power of modifying its forth,—^ino, 
to the end of the world. A poetic anatomistj,.i# our 
own day, teaches that a snake, being a horizonjjaaline, 
and man, being an erect line, constitute a righjfaigle.; 
and, between the lines of this mystical quadrat^ all 
animated beings find them place; and he assumes the 



nr.] SWEDENBOEG; OE, THE MYSTIC. 335 

hair-worm, the span-worm, or the snahe, as the type 
or prediction of the spine. Manifestly, at the end 
of the spine, nature puts out smaller spincsf as arms; 
at the end of the arms,' new spines, as hands; at the 
other end she rejicats the process, as legs" and feet 
At the top of the column slic puts out another spine, 
which doulilcs or loops itSolf over, as a sjjan-worm, 
into a ball, and forms the skull, with extremities again; 
the hands being now the upper jaw, the feet the lower 
jaw, the fingers and toes being represented this time 
by upper and lower teeth. This new spine is destined 
to high USC.S. It is a new man on the shoulders of 
the last It can almost shed its trunk, and manage 
to live alone, according to the Platonic idea in the 
Timaius. Within it, on a higher plane, all that was 
done in the trunk repeats itself. Nature recites her 
lesson once more in a higher mood. The mind is* a 
finer body, and resumes its functions of feeding, 
digesting, absorbing, excluding, and generating, in a 
new and ethereal element Here, in the brain, is all 
the process of alimentation repeated, in the acquiring, 
comparing, digesting, and assimilating of experience. 
Here again is the mystery of generation repeated. In 
the brain are male and female ' faculties: hero is 
marriage, here is fniit And there ip no limit to this 
ascending scale, ^ut series on series. Everything, 
at the end of one use, is taken up into the nex^ each 
sen* punctually repeating every organ and process 
of the last We are adapted to infinity. We are hard 
to please, and love nothing which ends; and in nature 
is no end; hut everything, at the end of one use, is 
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lifted iuto a superior, and the ascent of these things 
climbs into dffimonic and celestial natures Creative 
force, like, a musical composer, goes on unwcariedly 
repeating a simple air or thcnie, now high, now low, 
in solo, in chorus, ten thousand times reverberated, 
till it fills eai-th and heaven with the chant. 

Gravitation, as explained by Newton, is good, but 
grander when wo find ch«^nistly only an extension of 
the law of masses into particles, and that the atomic 
theory shows the aerton of chemistry to be mechanical 
also. Metaphysics shows us a sort of gravitation, 
operative also in the mental phenomena; and the 
terrible tabulation of the French statists brings every 
piece of whim and humour to bo reducible also to exact 
numerical ratios. If one man in twenty thousand, or 
in thirty thousand, eats shoos, or inai-rics his gi’and- 
inother, then, in every twenty thousand, or thirty 
thousand, is found one raaji who oats shoe.s, or marries 
bis grandmother. Mliat we call gravitation, and fancy 
idtimate, is one fork of a mightier stream, for wljich 
wo have yet no name. Astronomy is excellent; but 
it must come up into life to have its full value, and 
not remain there in globes and spaces. The globule 
of blood gyrates around its own axis in the human 
veins, as the planet in the sky; and the circles of 
intellect relate to those of the hoav^ens. Each law »f 
nature has the like imiversality; eating, ^eep or 
hybernation, rotation, generation, metamorphosis, 
vortical motion, which is seen in-eggs as in planets. 
These grand rhymes or returns in nature,—the dear, 
best-known face startling us at every turn, under a 
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mask so unexpected that we thinlc it the face of a 
stranger, and, carrying up the semblance into divine 
forms,—delighted the prophetic eye of Swedenborg; 
and he must ho reckoned a leader in that revolution, 
which, by giving to science an idea, has given to an 
aimless accumulation of exporimeuts, guidance and 
fonn, and a beating heart.'• 

I own, with some regrot, that his printed works 
amount to about fifty stout octavos, his scientific 
works being about half of the Whole number; and 
it appears that a mass of manuscn'iit .still unedited 
remains in the royal library at Stockholm. The 
scientific works have just now been translated into 
English, in an excellent edition. 

Swedenborg printed these scientific books in the 
ton years from 1734: to 1744, and they remained 
from that time neglected; and now, after their 
century is complete, ho has at last found a pupil 
in Mr. Wilkinson, in London, a philosophic critic, 
with a coequal vigour of understanding and imagi¬ 
nation comparable only to Lord Bacon’s, who has 
produced his master s buried books to the day, and 
transferred them, with every advantage, from their 
forgotten Latin into English, to go round the world 
in our commercial and conquering tongue. This 
startling reappcarajice of Swedenborg, after a hundred 
years, iaihis pupil, is not the least remaikable^ fact 
in his history. Aided, it is said, by the munificence 
of Mr. Clissold, and also by his literary skill, this 
pie?e of poetic justice is done. The admirable pre¬ 
liminary discourses with which Mr. Wilkinson has 
VOL. IV. z 
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enriched tliese volumes, throw all the contemporM'y 
lihilosophy of England into shade, and leave me 
nothing to'say on their ])ropor grounds. 

The “ Animal Kingdom ” is a hook of wonderfid 
merits. It was written with the 'highest end,—to 
put science and the soul, long estranged from each 
otlier, at one again. It whs an anatomist’s accoimt 
of the human body, in the highest stylo of poetry. 
Nothing can exceed the hold and brilliant treatment 
of a subject usually'so dry and repulsive, lie saw 
nature “uTcathing through an everlasting spiral, 
with wheels that never dry, on axes that never creak,” 
and sometimes sought “to uncover those secret re- 
,cos.scs where nature is sitting at the fires in the 
depths of her laboratory;” whilst the picture comes 
recommended by the hard fidelity with which it is 
hased on practical anatomy. It is remarkable that 
this sublime genius decides, peremptorily, for the 
analytic against the synthetic method; and, in a 
book whoso genius is a daring poetic synthesis, claims 
to confine himself to a rigid exi)erience. 

Ho know.s, if ho only, the flowing of nature, and 
how wise was that old answer of Araasis to him who 
bade him drink up the sea,—“Yes, willingly, if you 
will stop the rivers that flow in.” Few knew as 
much about nature and her subtlf manners, or et- 
pressfd more subtly her goings. He thdhght as 
large a demand is made on our faith by nature aS by 
miracles. “He noted that in her proceeding from 
first principles through her several subordinations, 
there was no state through which she did not pass. 
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as if her path lay through all things.” “For as often 
as she betakes herself upward from visible idienomcna, 
or, in other words, withdraws herself inh'aol, she 
instantly, as it w'crc, disapi)cars, while no one knows 
what has become t)f her, or whither she is gone; so 
that it is necessary to take science as a guide in pur¬ 
suing her stops.” 

The pursuing the inquiry under the li.ght of an 
end or final cause .gives wonderful animation, a 
sort of personality to the whole writing. Tliis 
book announces his favourite do.gmaa. Tho ancient 
doctrine of Hipjiocratcs, that tho l)rain is a gland; 
and of Leucippus, that tho atom may be known by 
the mass; or, in Plato, the macrocosm by the micro¬ 
cosm; and, in the verses of Lucretius,— 

Ossa vilhiicet. c p;mxil!is atiino iniiiutis 
Ossibiis sic et tic jmi.Killis atqac miuutis 
'Visccvibiis viscus giKiii, saii.iniciHjnc civ.wi 
Saiiguiiiis inter se iiiuUis tiucuutilms i;uttis; 

E,i auriqui; putat iiiicis cniisistcrc posse 
Aiiruin, ct do tonis l(Tram coiicrcscoro parvis ; 

Ignibus OK igiieis, Imiiiorein Imincribiia osso. 

Lib. I. 835. 

“ Tile principle of all tilings entmils made 
Of sni,sliest entrails; bone, of smallc.st, bone; 
lllood, of small aangnino drops rednecd to one ; 

Gold, of small grains; earth, of small .sands compacted; 
Small drops to^vatcr, .tiiarks to fire contracted 

aiid whiih Malpighi had summed in his maxim,,that 
“nattire exists entire in leasts,”—is a favourite 
thought of Swedenborg. “It is a constant law of 
the organic body, that large, compound, or visible 
forms exist and subsist from smaller, simpler, and 
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ultimately from invisible forms, which act similarly 
to the larger ones, but more perfectly and more uni¬ 
versally ; .and the least forms so perfectly and uni- 
vemally, as to involve an idea Representative of their 
entire univei’so.” The unities of each organ are so 
many little organs, homogeneous with their com- 
jjound ; the unities of the 'tongue are little tongues; 
those of the stomach, little stomachs; those of the 
heart are little hearts. This fruitful idea furnishes a 
key to every secreb AVhat was too small for the 
eye to detect was read by the aggregates; what was 
too large, by the units. There is no end to his 
application of the thought. “ Hunger is an aggregate 
of very many little hungorSj or losses of blood by 
the little veins all over the body.” It is a key to 
his theology also. “ Man is a kind of very minute 
heaven, corresponding to the world of spirits and to 
heaven. Every particular idea of man, and every 
affection, yea, every smallest part of his affection, is 
as image and effigy of him. A spirit may be knotra 
from only a single thought. God is the grand man.” 

The hardihood and thoroughness of bis study of 
nature required a theory of forms also. “Forms 
ascend in order from the lowest to the highest The 
lowest form is angular, or the tciTcstrial and corporeal. 
The second and next higher form is ^le circular, which 
is alsci^called the perpetual-angular, because theeircum-' 
ference of a circle is a perpetual angle. The form 
above this is the spiral, parent and measure of circular 
forms; its diameters are not rectilinear, but variously 
circular, and have a spherical surface for centre; 
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therefore it is called the perpetual-circular. The form 
above this is the vortical, or perpetual-spiral : next^ 
the perpetual-vortical, or celestial; last, the, perpetual- 
celestial, or spiritual.” 

Was it strangCi that a genius so hold should take 
the last step also,—conceive that he might attain 
the science of all sciences, to unlock the. moaning 
of the world? In the first volume on the “Animal 
Kingdom,” he broaches the subject in a remarkable 
note. 

“In our doctrine of Kepresentations and Cor¬ 
respondences, we shall treat of both these symbolical 
and typical resemblances, and of the astonishing 
things which occur, I will not say, in the living body 
only, but throughout nature, and which correspond so 
entirely to supreme and spiritual things, that one 
would swear that the physical world was purely sym¬ 
bolical of the spiritual world; insomuch, that if we 
choose to express any natural truth in physical and 
definite vocal terms, and to convert these terms only 
into tho corresponding and spiritual terms, wo shall 
by this means elicit a spiritual truth, or theological 
dogma, in place of tho physical trath or precept; 
although no mortal would have predicted that any¬ 
thing of tho kind could possibly arise by bare literal 
ttansposition; ina|much as the one precept, considered 
separately from tho other, appears to have absolutely 
no rtilation to it. I intend, hereafter, to communicate 
a number of examples of such correspondences, to¬ 
gether with a vocabulary containing the terms of 
spiritual things, as well as of the physical things for 
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wliich they aro to be substituted. This symbolism 
pervades the living body.” 

The fjot, thus explicitly stated, is implied in all 
poetry, in allegory, in fable, ilr the nse of emblems, 
and in the structure of language. . Plato knew of it, 
as is evident from his twice bisected lino in the sixth 
book of the Kepnblic. Jbord Bacon had found that 
trutli and nature ditlcrod only as seal and print; and 
he instanced some physical propositions, with their 
translation into a moral or political sense. Behmcn, 
and all niyoties, imply this law, in their dark riddle¬ 
writing. The poets, in as far !us they are poets, nse 
it; but it is known to them only, as the magnet was 
known for ages, as a toy. Swedenborg fust put the 
fact into a detached and scientific statement, because 
it was habitually present to him, and never not seen. 
It was involved, as we explained already, in the 
doctrine of identity and iteration, because the mental 
series exactly tallies with the material series. It 
required an insight that could rank things in ojiler 
and series; or, rather, it required such rightness of 
position, that the poles of the eye should coincide 
with the axis of the world. The earth had fed its 
mankiml tlirough live or six millenniums, and they had 
sciences, religions, pliilosophics; and yet had failed 
to see the correspondence of meaipng between cvwy 
part and every other part. And, down to this hour, 
literature has no book in which the symbolism of 
things is sciontilically opened. One would say, that, 
as soon as men had the fir’s! hint that every sensible 
object,—animal, rock, river, air,—nay, space and time, 
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subsists not for itself, nor filially to a material end, 
bnt as a picture-language to tell another story of beings 
and duties, other science would bo put ,by, and a 
science of such giund* presage would absorb all facul¬ 
ties: tliat each ipan would ask of all objects, what 
they mean : Why does tho horizon hold me fast, with 
niy joy and grief, in tliii* pentre! Why hoar' I the 
same sense from cormtless differing voices, and read 
one never quite expressed fact in endless picture- 
language ? Yet, whether it be tJiat these things will 
not bo intellectually learned, or that many centuries 
must elaborate and compose so rare and opulent a 
soul,—thei’o is no comet, rock-stratum, fossil, fish, 
quadrujied, spider, or fungus, that, for itself, docs 
not interest more scholars and classifiers than tho 
meaning and upshot of the frame of things. 

lJut iSwedouborg was not content with tire culinary 
use of the world! In his fifty-fourth year, those 
thoughts held him fast, and his profound mind ad¬ 
mitted the perilous opinion, too frequent in religious 
history, that ho was an abuonnal pereon, to whom 
was granted tho privilege of conversing with angels 
and spirits; and this ecstasy connected itself with 
just this office of explaining the moral import of the 
sensible world. To a right perception, at once broad 
and minute, of the order of nature, ho added the 
comprehension of tho moral laws in their widest social 
aspects; but whatever ho saw, through some excessive 
detennination to fonn, in his constitution, he saw not 
abstractly, but in pictures, beard it in dialogues, con- 
stracted it in events. When he attempted to an- 
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nounce tlie law most sanely, he was forced to couch 
it in parable. 

Moden) psychology offers no similar example of a 
deranged balance. The principal powers continued 
to maintain a healthy action ; and, to a reader who 
can make due allowance in the report for the reporter’s 
pccnliaritics, the results are still instructive, and a 
more striking testimony to the sublime laws he an¬ 
nounced, than any that balanced dulncss couM afford. 
He attempts to give oomc account of the modus of the 
new state, affirming that “ bis presence in the spiritual 
world is attended with a certain separation, but only 
as to the intellectual part of his mind, not as to tire 
will part;” and ho affirms that “he sees, with the 
internal sight, tlie things that are in another life, 
more clearly than ho sees tlie things which are here 
in-tho world.” 

Having adopted the belief that certain books of 
the Old and New Testaments were exact allegories, 
or written in the angelic and ecstatic mode, he em¬ 
ployed his remaining yearn in extricating from the 
literal the univci’sal sense. He had borrowed from 
Plato the tine fable of “ a most ancient people, men 
better than we, and dwelling nighcr to the gods;” 
and Swedenborg added, that they used the earth 
symbolically, that these, when th^y saw ten'estrial 
objects, did not think at all about them, but only 
about those which they signified. The iorrcspondenco 
between thoughts and things henceforward occupied 
him. “The very organic form resembles the end in¬ 
scribed on it” A man is in general, and in particular. 



Ill,] SWEDENBOKG; OB, THE MYSTIC. 345 

an organised justice or injustice, selfishness or gi'ati- 
tudo. And the cause of this hamiony ho assigned in 
the Arcana: “ Tho reason 'why all and single things, 
in the heavens and On earth, are representative, is 
because they existtfrom an influx of the Lord, through 
heaven.” This design of exliihiting such correspond¬ 
ences, which, if adequately executed, would be the 
poem of the world, in which all history and science 
would play an essential part, was narrowed and de¬ 
feated by the exclusively theologic direction which his 
inquiries took His perception of natui'o is not human 
and universal, hut is mystical and Hebraic. He 
fastens each natural object to a theologic notion ;—a 
horse signifies carnal understanding; a tree, percep¬ 
tion ; the moon, faith; a cat means this; an ostrich, 
that; an artichoke, this other; and poorly tethers 
every symbol to a several ecclesiastic sense. The 
slippery Proteus is not so easily caught In nature, 
each individual symbol plays innumerable parts, as 
caph particle of matter circulates in tiira through 
every system. The central identity enables any one 
symbol to express successively all the qualities and 
shades of real being. In tho transmission of tho 
heavenly waters every hose fits every hydrant 
Nature avengc.s herself speedily on the hard pedantry 
that would chain horwaves. She is no literalist Every¬ 
thing must be taken genially, and we must be at the 
tojf of our condition to understand anything rightly. 

His theological bias thus fatally narrowed his in¬ 
terpretation of nature, and the dictionary of symbols 
is yet to be written. But the interpreter, whom 
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manldnil must still expect, will linil no predoccssoi 
who has approached so near to the true problem. 

Swedenborg styles himself, in the title-page of his 
hoohs, “Servant of the Lord Jesus Christ;” and hy 
force of intellect, and in effect, he js the last Father 
in the Church, and is not likely to have a successor. 
No wonder that his dcptilip of ethical wfailom should 
give him inlluonco as a teacher. To the withered 
traditional church yielding dry catcchism.s, he lot in 
nature again, and the worshipjier, escaping from the 
vestry of verbs and texts, is surjirised to find himself 
a [larty to the whole of his religion. His religion 
thinks for him, and is of universal application. He 
turns it on every side; it fits every part of life, in- 
tciprets and dignifies every circumstance. Instead 
of a religion which visited him diplomatically three 
or..four times —when ho was born, when he married, 
when he fell sick, and when ho died, and for the rest 
never interfered with him,—here was a teaching 
which accompanied him all day, accomjianicd Ipm 
even into sleep and dreams; into his tliinking, and 
showed him through what a long .ancestry his thoughts 
descend; into society, and showed by what affinities 
ho was girt to his equals and his connteiparts; into 
natural objects, and showed their origin and moaning, 
what are friendly, and what are huijtful; and oiioned 
the future world, by indicating the continuity of the 
.same *laws. His disciples allege that "tlicir intcHect 
is invigorated by the study of Ins b'ooks. 

There is no such problem for criticism as his theo¬ 
logical writings, their merits are so commanding; yet 
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such grave deductions must be made. Tiicir immoiise 
and sandy diffuseness is like the prairie, or the desert, 
and their incongruities are like the last deliration. 
He is superfluously oKplanatory, and his feeling of the 
ignorance of mep strangely exaggerated. Men take 
truths of this nature very fast. Yet ho abounds in 
assertions, he is a rich diacpverer, and of things which 
most import ns to know. His thought dwells in 
essential resemblances, like the resemblance of a house 
to the man who built it He saw things in their law, 
in likeness of function, not of stiucture. There is an 
invariable method and order in his delivery of his 
truth, the habitual iiroceeding of the mind from in¬ 
most to outmost What eaniestucss and rveightiness, 
—his eye never roving, without one swell of vanity, 
or one look to self, in any common form of literary 
pride! a theoretic or .speculative man, but whoim no 
practical man in the universe could aflect to scorn. 
Plato is a gownsman; his garment, though of purple,, 
apd almost sky-woven, is an academic robe, and hinders 
action with its voluminous folds. But this mystic is 
awful to CsBsar. Lycurgus himself would bow. 

The moral insight of Swedenborg, the coiTcction 
of popular errors, the announcement of ethical laws, 
take him out of comparison with any other modern 
'writer, and entitle him to a jilace, vacant for some 
ages, among the law'givers of mankind. That slow 
bn* commanding influence which ho has acquired, 
like that of other religious geniuses, must be excessive 
also, and have its tides, before it subsides into a per¬ 
manent amount Of course, what is real and uni- 
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versal cannot be confined to the circle of those who 
sympathise strictly with his genius, but will pass forth 
into the fommon stock of wise and just thinking. 
The world has a sure chemistry, by which it extracts 
what is excellent in its children,,and lets fall the 
infirmities and limitations of the grandest mind. 

That metempsychosis .which is familiar in the old 
mythology of the Greeks, collected in Ovid, and in 
the Indian Tinnsmigration, and is there objedive, or 
really takes place in bodies by alien will,—in Sweden¬ 
borg’s mind has a more philosopliic character. It is 
subjective, or depends entirely upon the thought of 
the person. All things in the universe arrange them¬ 
selves to each person anew, according to his ruling 
love. Man is such as his affection and thought are. 
Man is man by virtue of willing, not by virtue of 
knowing and understanding. As he is, so he sees. 
The marriages of the world are broken up. Interiors 
associate all in the spiritual world. Whatever the 
angels looked ujwn was to them celestial. Each Safan 
appears to himself a man; to those as bad as he, a 
comely man; to the purified, a heap of carrion. 
Nothing can resist states: everything gravitates; 
like will to like; what wo call poetic justice takes 
effect on the spot We have come into a world which 
is a living poem. Everything is as I am. . Bird and 
beasUs not bird and beast, but emanation and effluvia 
of the minds and wills of men there present Every 
one makes his own house and state'. The ghosts are 
tormented with the fear of death, and cannot remember 
that they have died. They who are in evil and false- 
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hood are afraid of all others. Such as have deprived 
themselves of charity, wander and flee; the societies 
which they approach discover their quality„and drive 
them away. The covfetous seem to tliemselves to bo 
abiding in cells where tbeir money'is deposited, and 
these to be infested with mice. They who place 
merit in good works seem to themselves to cut wood. 
“I asked such if they were not wearied. They 
replied, that they have not yet done work enough to 
merit heaven.” 

He delivers golden sayings, which express with 
singular beauty the ethical laws; as when ho uttered 
that famed sentence, that, “inheaven the angels are 
advancing continually to the spring-time of their 
youth, so that the oldest angel appears the youngest: ” 
“ The more angels, the more room; ” “ The perfection 
of man is the love of use: ” “ Man, in his perfect form, 
is heaven ; ” “ What is from Him, is Him; ” “ Ends 
always ascend as nature descends;” And the truly 
pojtic account of the writing in the inmost heaven, 
which, as it consists of inflexions according to the 
form of heaven, can be read witliout instruction. Ho 
almost justifies his claim to preternatural vision by 
strange insights of the structure of the human body 
and mind. “It is never permitted to any one, in 
heaven, to stand behind another and look at the back 

of his head; for then the influx which is from the 

* 

Lord is disturbed.” The angels, from the sound of 
the voice, know a man’s love; from the articulation 
of the sound, his wisdom; and from the sense of the 
words, his science. 
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In the “ Conjugal Love” ho has unfolded the science 
of marriage. Of this book, one would say that, with 
the highest,elements, it has failed of success. It came 
near to he tho Hymn of Love, Which Plato attempted 
in tho “Banquet;” tho love which, Dante says, 
Casella sang among tho angels in Paradise; and 
which, as rightly celebrated, in its genesis, fruition, 
and efl'ect, might well entrance the souls, as it would 
lay open the genesis of all institutions, customs, and 
manners. The book had been grand, if tho Hebraism 
had been omitted, and tho law stated without Gothi- 
cism, as ethics, and witli that scope for ascension of 
state which the nature of things roquirea It is a 
fine Platonic development of tho science of marriage; 
teaching that sex is universal, and not local; virility 
in tho male qualifying every organ, act, and thought; 
and the feminine in woman. Therefore, in the real 
or spiritual world, the nuptial union is not momentary, 
but incessant and total; and chastity not a local, but 
a universal virtue; unchastity being discovered ,as 
much in the trading, or planting, or speaking, or 
philosophising, as in generation; and that, though 
tho virgins he saw in heaven were beautiful, the wives 
were incomparably more beautiful, and went on in¬ 
creasing in beauty evermore. 

Yet Swedenborg, after his mode, pinned his theory 
to a temporary form. He exaggerates the circum¬ 
stance of marriage; and, though he finds false mar¬ 
riages on earth, fancies a wiser choice in heaven. 
But of progressive souls, all loves and friendships are 
momentary. Do you love me I means, Do you see the 
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same truth? If you do, we aro hajipy with tho 
same happiness; but presently one of us passes into 
the perception of new truth; wo are divorce;!, and no 
tension in nature can h’old us to eaoh other. I know 
liow delicious is this cup of love,—I existing for you, 
you existing for mo; but it is a child’s clinging to his 
toy; an attempt to eternise tho fireside and' nuptial 
chamber; to keep the picture-aljihahet through which 
our first lessons arc prettily conveyed. Tho Eden of 
God is bare and grand; like tho'out-door landscape, 
remembered from the evening fireside, it seems cold 
and desolate, whilst yon cower over the coals; but, 
once abroad again, we pity those who can forego tho 
magnificence of nature for candlelight and cards. 
Perhaps tho true subject of the “ Conjugal Love ” is 
Cimwrsniimi, whoso laws aro profoundly eliminated. 
It is false, if literally ap]>lied to maniago. For Gad 
is the bride or bridegroom of tho soul. Heaven is 
not tho pairing of two, but tho communion of all 
souls. We meet, and dwell an instant under tho 
temple of one thought, and part as though we parted 
not, to join another thought in other fellowships of 
joy. So far from there being anything divine in the 
low and proprietary sense of £>o ym Ime me 1 it is oidy 
when you leave and lose mo, by casting yourself on 
a’sentiment which is higher than both of us, that I 
draw near, and find myself at your side; and^I am 
repiflled if you fix your eye on me, and demand love. 
In fact, in tho spiritual world we change sexes every 
moment You love the 'worth in me; then I am 
your husband; but it is not me, but the worth, that 
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fixes the love; and that worth is a drop of the ocean 
of worth that is beyond me. Meantime, I adore the 
greater wprth in another, and so become his wife. 
He aspires to a higher worth fn another spirit, and 
is wife or receiver of that influence.. 

Whether a sclf-inquisitOrial habit, that he grew 
into, from jealousy of the sins to which men of 
thought are liable, he has acquired, in disentangling 
and demonstrating that particular form of moral 
disease, an acumen which no conscience can resist 
I refer to his feeling of the profanation of thinldng to 
what is good “ from scientifics.” “ To reason about 
faith, is to doubt and deny.” H6 was painfully alive 
to the dilTerence between knowing and doing, and 
this sensibility is incessantly expressed. Philosophers 
are, therefore, vipers, cockatrices, asps, hemonhoids, 
presters, and flying serpents; literary men are con¬ 
jurors and charlatans. 

But this topic suggests a sad afterthought, that 
here wo find the scat of his own [lain. Possibly 
Swedenborg paid the penalty of introverted faculties. 
Success, or a fortunate genius, seems to depend on a 
happy adjustment of heart and brain; on a due pro¬ 
portion, hard to hit, of moral and mental power, 
which, perhaps, obeys the law of those chemical 
ratios which make a proportion in volumes necessary 
to combination, as when gases will condsine in certain 
fixed rates, but not at any rate. R is hard to carry 
a full cup: and this man, profusely endowed in heart 
and mind, early fell into dangerous discord with him- 
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self. In his Animal Kingdom, he surprised us, by 
declaring that he loved analysis, and not syntliesis; 
and now, after his fiftieth year, he falls into jealousy 
of his intellect; and, though aware,that truth is not 
solitary, nor is goodness solitary, but both must over 
mix and marry, ho makes war on his mind, takes the 
part of the conscience against it, and, on all occasions, 
traduces and blasphemes it. The violence is instantly 
avenged. Beauty is disgraced, love is unlovely, 
when truth, tlie half part of heaven, is denied, as 
much as when a bitterness in men of talent leads to 
satire, and destroys the judgment. Ho is wise, but 
wise in his own despite. There is an air of infinite 
grief, and the sound of wailing, all over and through 
this lurid univorsa A vampyre sits in the seat of tho 
prophet, and turns with gloomy appetite to the 
images of pain. Indeed, a bird does not more readijy 
weave its nest, or a mole bore into the ground, than this 
seer of the souls substructs a now hell and pit, each 
more abominable than tho last, round every new crew 
of oSonders. He was let down through a column 
that seemed of brass, but it was formed of angelic 
spirits, that he might descend safely amongst the 
mihappy, and witness the vastation of souls; and heard 
there, for a long continuance, their lamentations; he 
saw their tormentors, who increase and strain pangs 
to infinity; he satv the hell of the jugglers, tho hell 
of the assassins, the hell of the lascivious; the h’ell of 
robbers, who kill and boil men; the infernal tun of 
the deceitful; the excremontitious hells; the hell of 
the revengeful, whose faces resembled a round, broad 
VOL. IV. 2 a 
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cake, and their arms rotate like a wheel. Except 
Rabelais and Dean Swift, nobody ever had such science 
of filth and corruption. 

These Wks should be used with caution. It is 
dangerous to sculpture those evanescing images of 
thought. True in transition, they become false if 
fixed. It requires, for hkjust apprehension, almost 
a genius equal to his own. But when his visions 
become the stereotyped language of multitudes of 
persons, of all degrqps of age and capacity, they are 
perverted. The wise people of the Greek race were 
accustomed to lead the most intelligent and virtuous 
young men, as part of their education, through the 
Eleusinian mysteries, wherein, with much pomp and 
graduation, the highest truths known to ancient 
wisdom were taught An ardent and contemplative 
young man, at eighteen or twenty years, might read 
once these books of Swedenborg, these mysteries of 
love and conscience, and then throw them aside for 
over. Genius is ever haunted by similar dreams, 
when the hells and the heavens are opened to it 
But these pictures are to be held as mystical, that is, 
as a quite arbitrary and accidental picture of the 
truth,—not as the truth Any other symbol would 
be as good; then this is safely seem 

Swedenborg’s system of the w6rld wants central 
spontaneity; it is dynamic, not vital, and lacks j^wer 
to generate life. There is no individual in it. The 
universe is a gigantic crystal, all whose atoms and 
laminss lie in uninterrupted order, and with unbroken 
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unity, but cold and still. What seems an individual 
and a will, is none. There is an immense chain of 
intermediation, extending from centre to extremes, 
which bereaves evciy agency of, all freedom and 
character. The imiverse, in his poem, suffers under 
a magnetic sleep, and only reflects the mind of the 
magnetiscr. Every thought, comes into each mind by 
influence from a society of spirits that surround it, 
and into these from a higher society, and so on. All 
his types mean the same few things. All his flgures 
speak one speech. All his intorlocutoi's Sweden- 
borgisc. Be they who they may, to tliis complexion 
must they come at last. This Charon ferries them 
all over in his boat; kings, counsellors, cavaliers, 
doctors, Sir Isaac Newton, Sir Hans Sloane, King 
George EL, Mahomet, or whosoever, and all gather 
one giimness of hue and style. Only when Cice,ro 
comes by, om gentle seer sticks a little at saying he 
talked with Cicero, and with a touch of human 
relenting, remarks, “one whom it was given me to 
believe was Ciceroand when the soi disant Roman 
opens his mouth, Rome and eloquence have ebbed 
away,—^it is plain theologic Swedenborg, like the rest 
His heavens and hells are dull; fault of want of 
individualism. The thousand-fold relation of men is 
not there. The interest that attaches in nature to 
each man, becauSe he is right by his wrong, and 
wrong by his right, because he defies all dogmalising 
and classification, so many allowances, and contin¬ 
gencies, and futurities, are to be taken into account, 
strong by his vices, often paralysed by his virtues,— 
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sinks into entire sympathy with his society. This 
want reacts to the centre of the system. Though the 
agency of “the Lord ” is'in every line referred to by 
name, it never becpmes alive, t There is no lustre in 
that eye which gazes from tlio centre, and which 
should vivify the immense dependency of beings. 

The vice of Swedenborg’s mind is its theologic 
determination. Nothing with him has the liberality 
of universal wisdom, but we are always in a church. 
That Hebrew muse„ which taught the lore of right 
and wrong to men, had the same excess of influence 
for him it has had for the nations. The mode, as 
well as the essence, was sacred. Palestine is ever 
the more valuable as a chapter in universal history, 
and ever the less an available element in education. 
The genius of Swedenborg, largest of all modem 
sopls in this department of thought, wasted itself in 
the endeavour to reanimate and conserve what had 
already arrived at its natural term, and, in the great 
secular Providence, was retiring from its prominence 
before western modes of thought and expression. 
Swedenborg and Behmen both failed by attaching 
themselves to the Christian s)'mbol, instead of to the 
moral sentiment, which carries innumerable Chris¬ 
tianities, humanities, divinities, in its bosom. 

The excess of influence shows itself in the incop- 
gruous importation of a foreign rhetbriu “'What have 
I to do,” asks the impatient reader, “with jaspei;and 
sardonyx, beryl and chalcedony; what with arks and 
passovers, ephafas and ephods ; what with lepers and 
emerods; what with heave-ofl’erings and unleavened 



HI.] swedSnboeg; ok, the mystic. 367 

bread; chariots of fire, dragons crowned and homed, 
behemoth and unicorn i Good for orientals, these 
ai'e nothing to me. The more learning you bring to 
explain them, the more glaring‘the impertinence. 
The more cohcreift and elaborate the system, the less 
I like it. I say, with the Spartan, ‘Why do you 
speak so much to tho phrpose, of that which is 
nothing to tho purpose 1’ My learning is such as 
God gave mo in my birth and habit, in the delight 
and study of ray eyes, and not of another man’s. Of 
all absuiditiei!, this of some foreigner, proposing to 
take away my rhetoric, and substitute his own, and 
amuse mo with pelican and stork, instead of thrush 
and robin; palm trees and sliittim-wood, instoiwl of 
sassafras and liickory,—seems the most needless.” 

Locke said, “God, when he makes the prophet, 
does not unmake tho man.” Swedenborg’s history 
points tho remark. Tho parish disputes, in the 
Swedish church, between the friends and foes of 
Luther and Molancthon, concerning “faith alone,” 
and “works alone,” intnidc themselves into his specu¬ 
lations upon tho economy of the universe, and of the 
celestial societies. The Lutheran bishop’s son, for 
whom the heavens are opened, so that he sees with 
eyes, and in the richest symbolic forms, tho awful 
truth of things, ;ind utters again, in his books, as 
under a heavenly mandate, tho indisputable secrets 
of moral nature,—with all these grandeurs resting 
upon him, remains tho Lutheran bishop’s son; his 
judgments are those of a Swedish polemic, and his 
vast enlargements purchased by adamantine limitor 
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tions. He carries his controversial memory -with him, 
in his visits to the souls. He is like Michel Angelo, 
who, in hiu frescoes, put the cardinal who had offended 
him to roast under a mountain of devils; or, like 
Dante, who avenged, in vindictive melodies, all Ids 
private wrongs; or, perhaps still more like Montaigne’s 
parish priest, who, if a'hail-storm passes over the 
village, thinks the day of doom is come, and the 
cannibals already have got the pip. Swedenborg 
confounds us not less with the pains of Mclancthon, 
and Luther, and Wolhus, and his own books, which 
he advertises among the angels. 

Under the same theologic cramp, many of his 
dogmas are bound. His cardinal position in morals 
is, that evils should bo shunned as sins. But he does 
not know what evil is, or what good is, who thinks 
any ground remains to bo occupied, after saying 
that evil is to be shunned as evil I doubt not he was 
led by the desire to insert the element of personality 
of Deity. But nothing is added. One man, you 
say, dreads erysipelas,—show him that this dread is 
evil: or, one dreads hell,—show him that dread is 
evil. He who loves goodness, harbours angels, 
reveres reverence, and lives with God. The less wo 
have to do with oui’ sins the better. No man can 
afford to waste his moments in compunctions. “ That 
is active duty,” say the Hindoos, “ which is not for 
our bondage; that is knowledge which is for our 
liberation: all other duty is good only unto wearinesa” 

Another dogma, growing out of this pernicious 
theologic limitation, is this Inferno. Swedenborg 
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has devils. Kvil, according to old philosophers, is 
good in the making. That pure malignity can exist, 
is the extreme proposition of unbelief. It is not to 
be entertained by a rtonal agcntf; it is atheism; it 
is the last profanation. Euripides rightly said,— 

“ Goodness and being in the gods are one; 

He who impntes ill td them makes them none." 

To what a painful perversion had Gothic theology 
arrived, that Swedenborg admitted no conversion for 
evil spirits! But the divine effort is never relaxed; 
the carrion in the sun will convert itself to grass 
and flowers; and man, though in brothels, or jails, or 
on gibbets, is on his way to all that is good and true. 
Bums, with the wild humour of his apostrophe to 
“poor old Nickie Ben,” 

“ 0 wad yfl tak a thought, and mend!" 
has the advantage of the vindictive theologian. 
Everything is superficial, and perishes, but love and 
truth only. The largest is always the truest senti- 
mfint, and we feel the more generous spirit of the 
Indian Vishnu,—“I am the same to all mankind. 
There is not one who is worthy of my love or hatred. 
They who serve me with adoration,—I am in them, 
and they in me. If one whose ways are altogether 
evil, serve me alone, he is as respectable as the just 
man; he is altogether well employed; he soon becometh 
of virtuous spirit, and obtaineth eternal happiness.” 

For the anomalous pretension of Eevelations of 
the other world,—only his probity and genius ean 
entitle it to any serious regard. His revelations 
destroy their credit by running into detail If a 
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man say that the Holy Ghost has informed him that 
the Last Judgment (or the last of the judgments) 
took place in 1757 ; or, that the Dutch, in the other 
world, live in a* heaven by' themselves, and the 
English in a heaven by themselves; I reply, that 
the Spirit which is holy, is reserved, taciturn, and 
deals in lawa The rumoa'rs of ghosts and hobgoblins 
gossip and tell fortunea The teachings of the high 
Spirit are abstemious, and, in regard to particulars, 
negative. Socrates's Genius did not advise him to 
act or to find, but if he purposed to do somewhat not 
advantageous, it dis.suadod him. “ Wliat God is," he 
said, “1 know not; what he is not, I know.” The 
Hindoos have denominated the Supremo Being, the 
“Internal Check.” The illuminated Quakers ex¬ 
plained their Light, not as somewhat which leads to 
ally action, but it appears as an obstruction to any¬ 
thing unfit. But the right examples are private 
experiences, which are absolutely at one on this 
point. Strictly speaking, Swedenborg’s revelation is 
a confounding of planes,—a capital offence in so 
learned a categorist This is to carry the law of 
surface into the plane of substance, to carry indivi¬ 
dualism and its fopperies into the realm of essences 
and generals, which is dislocation and chaos. 

The secret of heaven is kept froip ago to age. No 
imprudent, no sociable angel ever dropt an early 
syllable to answer the longings of saints, the fears of 
mortak We should have listened on our knees 
to any favourite, who, by stricter obedience, had 
brought his thoughts into parallelism with the celestial 
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currents, and could Lint to human ears the scenery 
and circumstance of the newly parted soul. But it 
is certain that it must tally with what, is best in 
nature. It must ndt he inferior in tone to the 
already known works of the artist who sculptures 
the globes of the firmament, and writes the moral 
law. It must be fresher than rainbows, stabler than 
mountains, agreeing with flowers, with tides, and the 
rising and setting of autumnal stars. Melodious 
poets shall be hoarse as street ballads, when once the 
penetrating key-note of nature and spirit is sounded, 
—the earth-beat, sea-beat, heart-beat, which makes 
the tune to which the sun rolls, and the globule of 
blood, and the sap of trees. 

In this mood, we hoar the rumour that the seer 
has anivod, and his tale is told. But there is no 
beauty, no heaven: for angels, goblins. The sad 
muse loves night and death, and the pit. His 
Inferno is mesmeric. His spiritual world boars the * 
same relation to the generosities and joys of truth, 
of which human soids have already made us cog¬ 
nisant, as a man’s bad dreams boar to his ideal 
life. It is indeed very like, in its endless power of 
Imid pictures, to the phenomena of dreaming, which 
nightly turns many an honest gentleman, benevolent, 
but dyspeptic, into a wretch, skulking like a dog 
about the outer yards and kennels of creation. .When 
he mounts into the heaven I do not hear its language. 
.A man should not tell me that he has walked among 
the angels; his proof is, that hie eloquence makes me 
one. Shall the archangels be less majestic and sweet 
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' than the figures that have actually walked the earth ? 
These angels that Swedenhorg paints give us no very 
high idea,of their discipline and culture: they are 
all country parsons: their heaven is a fite champkTe, 
an evangelical picnic, or French distribution of prizes 
to virtuous peasants. Strange, scholastic, didactic, 
passionless, bloodless man, who denotes classes of 
souls as a botanist disposes of a carcN, and visits 
doleful hells as a stratum of chalk or hornblende! 
He has no sympathy. Ho goes up and down the 
world of men, a modern lihadamanthus in gold¬ 
headed cane and peruke, and with nonchalance, and 
the air of a referee, distributes souls. Tho warm, 
many-weathered, passionate-peopled world is to him 
a grammar of hieroglyphs, or an emblematic free¬ 
mason’s procession. How different is Jacob Behmcn! 
he "is tremulous with emotion, and listens awe-struck, 
with the gentlest humanity, to the Teacher whose 
lessons he conveys; and when he asserts that “in 
some sort, love is greater than God," his heart beats 
so high that the thumping against his leathern coat 
is audible across the centuries. ’Tis a great differ¬ 
ence. Behmen is healthily and beautifully wise, 
notwithstanding the mystical narrowness and incom¬ 
municableness. Swedenborg is disagreeably wise, and 
with ail his accumulated gifts, paralyses and repels. 

It js the best sign of a great nature that it opens 
a foreground, and, like the breath of morning land¬ 
scape^ invites us onward. Swedenborg is retrospec¬ 
tive, nor can we divest liim of his mattock and 
shroud. Some minds are for ever restrained from 
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descending into nature; others are for ever prevented 
from ascending out of it. With a force of many 
men, he could never break the umbilical pord which 
held him to nature, and he did not rise to the plat¬ 
form of pure genius. 

It is remarkable that this man, who, by his percep¬ 
tion of symbols, saw the p’octic construction.of things, 
and the primary relation of mind to matter, remained 
entirely devoid of the whole apparatus of poetic ex¬ 
pression, which that perception cTeates. He knew the 
grammar and rudiments of the Mother-Tongue,—how 
could he not read off one strain into music 1 Was he 
like Saadi, who, in his vi.sion, designed to fill his lap 
with the celestial flowers, as presents for his friends; 
but the fragrance of the roses so intoxicated him that 
the skirt dropped from his hands'! or, is reporting a 
breach of the manners of that heavenly society i*or, 
was it that ho saw the vision intellectually, and hence 
that chiding of the intellectual that pervades his 
books 1 Be it as it may, his books have no melody, 
no emotion, no humour, no relief to the dead prosaic 
level In his profuse and accurate imagery is no 
pleasure, for there is no beauty. Wo wander forlorn 
in a lack-lustre landscape. No bird ever sang in all 
these gardens of the dead. The entire want of poetry 
In so transcendent a mind betokens the disease, and, 
like a hoarse voice in a beautiful person, is a Ifind of 
warning. I think, sometimes, ho will not be read 
longer. His great name will turn a sentence. His 
books have become a monument. His laurel so largely 
mixed with cypress, a charnel-breath so mingles with 



REPRISENTATITE MEN. 


364 


[nr. 


the temple incense, that hoys and maids will shun the 
spot 

Yet, in, this immolation of genius and fame at the 
shrine of consciense, is a merit sublime beyond praise. 
He lived to purpose; he gave a verdict Ho elected 
goodness as the clue to which the soul must cling in 
all this labyrinth of natufe. Many opinions conflict. 
as to the true centre. In the shipwreck, some cling 
to running rigging, some to cask and barrel, some to 
spars, some to mast^ the pilot chooses with science, 
—1 plant myself here; aU will sink before this; “ he 
comes to land who sails with mo.” Do not roly on 
heavenly favour, or on compassion to folly, or on 
prudence, on common sense, the old usage and main 
chance of men; nothing can keep you,—not fate, nor 
health, nor admirable intellect; none can keep you, 
but rectitude only, rectitude for ever and ever!—and 
with a tenacity that never swerved in all his studios, 
inventions, dreams, he adheres to tliis brave choice. 
I think of him as of some transmigrating votary of 
Indian legend, who says, “ Though I be dog, or jackal, 
or pismire, in the last rudiments of nature, under 
w'hat integument or ferocity, I cleave to right, as the 
sure ladder that leads up to man and to God.” 

Swedenborg has rendered a double service to man¬ 
kind, which is now only beginning to be known. By 
the sficnce of experiment and use he made his first 
steps; he observed and published the laws of nature ; 
and, ascending by just degrees, frem events to their 
summits and causes, he was fired with piety at the 
harmonies he felt, and abandoned himself to his joy 
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and worship. This was his first service. If the glory 
was too bright for his eyes to bear, if he staggered 
under the trance of delight, the more oicoUent is the 
spectacle he saw, the •realities of ]^eing which beam 
and blaze througjj him, and which no infirmities of 
the prophet are sufi’orod to obscure; and he renders 
a second passive service tp men, not less than the 
first,—perhaps, in the great circle of being, and in the 
retributions of spiritual nature, not loss glorious or 
less beautiful to himscll 
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unity, but cold and still. What seems an individual 
and a will, is none. There is an immense chain of 
intermediation, extending from centre to extremes, 
which bereaves evciy agency of, all freedom and 
character. The imiverse, in his poem, suffers under 
a magnetic sleep, and only reflects the mind of the 
magnetiscr. Every thought, comes into each mind by 
influence from a society of spirits that surround it, 
and into these from a higher society, and so on. All 
his types mean the same few things. All his flgures 
speak one speech. All his intorlocutoi's Sweden- 
borgisc. Be they who they may, to tliis complexion 
must they come at last. This Charon ferries them 
all over in his boat; kings, counsellors, cavaliers, 
doctors, Sir Isaac Newton, Sir Hans Sloane, King 
George EL, Mahomet, or whosoever, and all gather 
one giimness of hue and style. Only when Cice,ro 
comes by, om gentle seer sticks a little at saying he 
talked with Cicero, and with a touch of human 
relenting, remarks, “one whom it was given me to 
believe was Ciceroand when the soi disant Roman 
opens his mouth, Rome and eloquence have ebbed 
away,—^it is plain theologic Swedenborg, like the rest 
His heavens and hells are dull; fault of want of 
individualism. The thousand-fold relation of men is 
not there. The interest that attaches in nature to 
each man, becauSe he is right by his wrong, and 
wrong by his right, because he defies all dogmalising 
and classification, so many allowances, and contin¬ 
gencies, and futurities, are to be taken into account, 
strong by his vices, often paralysed by his virtues,— 
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sinks into entire sympathy with his society. This 
want reacts to the centre of the system. Though the 
agency of “the Lord ” is'in every line referred to by 
name, it never becpmes alive, t There is no lustre in 
that eye which gazes from tlio centre, and which 
should vivify the immense dependency of beings. 

The vice of Swedenborg’s mind is its theologic 
determination. Nothing with him has the liberality 
of universal wisdom, but we are always in a church. 
That Hebrew muse„ which taught the lore of right 
and wrong to men, had the same excess of influence 
for him it has had for the nations. The mode, as 
well as the essence, was sacred. Palestine is ever 
the more valuable as a chapter in universal history, 
and ever the less an available element in education. 
The genius of Swedenborg, largest of all modem 
sopls in this department of thought, wasted itself in 
the endeavour to reanimate and conserve what had 
already arrived at its natural term, and, in the great 
secular Providence, was retiring from its prominence 
before western modes of thought and expression. 
Swedenborg and Behmen both failed by attaching 
themselves to the Christian s)'mbol, instead of to the 
moral sentiment, which carries innumerable Chris¬ 
tianities, humanities, divinities, in its bosom. 

The excess of influence shows itself in the incop- 
gruous importation of a foreign rhetbriu “'What have 
I to do,” asks the impatient reader, “with jaspei;and 
sardonyx, beryl and chalcedony; what with arks and 
passovers, ephafas and ephods ; what with lepers and 
emerods; what with heave-ofl’erings and unleavened 
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bread; chariots of fire, dragons crowned and homed, 
behemoth and unicorn i Good for orientals, these 
ai'e nothing to me. The more learning you bring to 
explain them, the more glaring‘the impertinence. 
The more cohcreift and elaborate the system, the less 
I like it. I say, with the Spartan, ‘Why do you 
speak so much to tho phrpose, of that which is 
nothing to tho purpose 1’ My learning is such as 
God gave mo in my birth and habit, in the delight 
and study of ray eyes, and not of another man’s. Of 
all absuiditiei!, this of some foreigner, proposing to 
take away my rhetoric, and substitute his own, and 
amuse mo with pelican and stork, instead of thrush 
and robin; palm trees and sliittim-wood, instoiwl of 
sassafras and liickory,—seems the most needless.” 

Locke said, “God, when he makes the prophet, 
does not unmake tho man.” Swedenborg’s history 
points tho remark. Tho parish disputes, in the 
Swedish church, between the friends and foes of 
Luther and Molancthon, concerning “faith alone,” 
and “works alone,” intnidc themselves into his specu¬ 
lations upon tho economy of the universe, and of the 
celestial societies. The Lutheran bishop’s son, for 
whom the heavens are opened, so that he sees with 
eyes, and in the richest symbolic forms, tho awful 
truth of things, ;ind utters again, in his books, as 
under a heavenly mandate, tho indisputable secrets 
of moral nature,—with all these grandeurs resting 
upon him, remains tho Lutheran bishop’s son; his 
judgments are those of a Swedish polemic, and his 
vast enlargements purchased by adamantine limitor 
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tions. He carries his controversial memory -with him, 
in his visits to the souls. He is like Michel Angelo, 
who, in hiu frescoes, put the cardinal who had offended 
him to roast under a mountain of devils; or, like 
Dante, who avenged, in vindictive melodies, all Ids 
private wrongs; or, perhaps still more like Montaigne’s 
parish priest, who, if a'hail-storm passes over the 
village, thinks the day of doom is come, and the 
cannibals already have got the pip. Swedenborg 
confounds us not less with the pains of Mclancthon, 
and Luther, and Wolhus, and his own books, which 
he advertises among the angels. 

Under the same theologic cramp, many of his 
dogmas are bound. His cardinal position in morals 
is, that evils should bo shunned as sins. But he does 
not know what evil is, or what good is, who thinks 
any ground remains to bo occupied, after saying 
that evil is to be shunned as evil I doubt not he was 
led by the desire to insert the element of personality 
of Deity. But nothing is added. One man, you 
say, dreads erysipelas,—show him that this dread is 
evil: or, one dreads hell,—show him that dread is 
evil. He who loves goodness, harbours angels, 
reveres reverence, and lives with God. The less wo 
have to do with oui’ sins the better. No man can 
afford to waste his moments in compunctions. “ That 
is active duty,” say the Hindoos, “ which is not for 
our bondage; that is knowledge which is for our 
liberation: all other duty is good only unto wearinesa” 

Another dogma, growing out of this pernicious 
theologic limitation, is this Inferno. Swedenborg 
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has devils. Kvil, according to old philosophers, is 
good in the making. That pure malignity can exist, 
is the extreme proposition of unbelief. It is not to 
be entertained by a rtonal agcntf; it is atheism; it 
is the last profanation. Euripides rightly said,— 

“ Goodness and being in the gods are one; 

He who impntes ill td them makes them none." 

To what a painful perversion had Gothic theology 
arrived, that Swedenborg admitted no conversion for 
evil spirits! But the divine effort is never relaxed; 
the carrion in the sun will convert itself to grass 
and flowers; and man, though in brothels, or jails, or 
on gibbets, is on his way to all that is good and true. 
Bums, with the wild humour of his apostrophe to 
“poor old Nickie Ben,” 

“ 0 wad yfl tak a thought, and mend!" 
has the advantage of the vindictive theologian. 
Everything is superficial, and perishes, but love and 
truth only. The largest is always the truest senti- 
mfint, and we feel the more generous spirit of the 
Indian Vishnu,—“I am the same to all mankind. 
There is not one who is worthy of my love or hatred. 
They who serve me with adoration,—I am in them, 
and they in me. If one whose ways are altogether 
evil, serve me alone, he is as respectable as the just 
man; he is altogether well employed; he soon becometh 
of virtuous spirit, and obtaineth eternal happiness.” 

For the anomalous pretension of Eevelations of 
the other world,—only his probity and genius ean 
entitle it to any serious regard. His revelations 
destroy their credit by running into detail If a 
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man say that the Holy Ghost has informed him that 
the Last Judgment (or the last of the judgments) 
took place in 1757 ; or, that the Dutch, in the other 
world, live in a* heaven by' themselves, and the 
English in a heaven by themselves; I reply, that 
the Spirit which is holy, is reserved, taciturn, and 
deals in lawa The rumoa'rs of ghosts and hobgoblins 
gossip and tell fortunea The teachings of the high 
Spirit are abstemious, and, in regard to particulars, 
negative. Socrates's Genius did not advise him to 
act or to find, but if he purposed to do somewhat not 
advantageous, it dis.suadod him. “ Wliat God is," he 
said, “1 know not; what he is not, I know.” The 
Hindoos have denominated the Supremo Being, the 
“Internal Check.” The illuminated Quakers ex¬ 
plained their Light, not as somewhat which leads to 
ally action, but it appears as an obstruction to any¬ 
thing unfit. But the right examples are private 
experiences, which are absolutely at one on this 
point. Strictly speaking, Swedenborg’s revelation is 
a confounding of planes,—a capital offence in so 
learned a categorist This is to carry the law of 
surface into the plane of substance, to carry indivi¬ 
dualism and its fopperies into the realm of essences 
and generals, which is dislocation and chaos. 

The secret of heaven is kept froip ago to age. No 
imprudent, no sociable angel ever dropt an early 
syllable to answer the longings of saints, the fears of 
mortak We should have listened on our knees 
to any favourite, who, by stricter obedience, had 
brought his thoughts into parallelism with the celestial 
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currents, and could Lint to human ears the scenery 
and circumstance of the newly parted soul. But it 
is certain that it must tally with what, is best in 
nature. It must ndt he inferior in tone to the 
already known works of the artist who sculptures 
the globes of the firmament, and writes the moral 
law. It must be fresher than rainbows, stabler than 
mountains, agreeing with flowers, with tides, and the 
rising and setting of autumnal stars. Melodious 
poets shall be hoarse as street ballads, when once the 
penetrating key-note of nature and spirit is sounded, 
—the earth-beat, sea-beat, heart-beat, which makes 
the tune to which the sun rolls, and the globule of 
blood, and the sap of trees. 

In this mood, we hoar the rumour that the seer 
has anivod, and his tale is told. But there is no 
beauty, no heaven: for angels, goblins. The sad 
muse loves night and death, and the pit. His 
Inferno is mesmeric. His spiritual world boars the * 
same relation to the generosities and joys of truth, 
of which human soids have already made us cog¬ 
nisant, as a man’s bad dreams boar to his ideal 
life. It is indeed very like, in its endless power of 
Imid pictures, to the phenomena of dreaming, which 
nightly turns many an honest gentleman, benevolent, 
but dyspeptic, into a wretch, skulking like a dog 
about the outer yards and kennels of creation. .When 
he mounts into the heaven I do not hear its language. 
.A man should not tell me that he has walked among 
the angels; his proof is, that hie eloquence makes me 
one. Shall the archangels be less majestic and sweet 
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' than the figures that have actually walked the earth ? 
These angels that Swedenhorg paints give us no very 
high idea,of their discipline and culture: they are 
all country parsons: their heaven is a fite champkTe, 
an evangelical picnic, or French distribution of prizes 
to virtuous peasants. Strange, scholastic, didactic, 
passionless, bloodless man, who denotes classes of 
souls as a botanist disposes of a carcN, and visits 
doleful hells as a stratum of chalk or hornblende! 
He has no sympathy. Ho goes up and down the 
world of men, a modern lihadamanthus in gold¬ 
headed cane and peruke, and with nonchalance, and 
the air of a referee, distributes souls. Tho warm, 
many-weathered, passionate-peopled world is to him 
a grammar of hieroglyphs, or an emblematic free¬ 
mason’s procession. How different is Jacob Behmcn! 
he "is tremulous with emotion, and listens awe-struck, 
with the gentlest humanity, to the Teacher whose 
lessons he conveys; and when he asserts that “in 
some sort, love is greater than God," his heart beats 
so high that the thumping against his leathern coat 
is audible across the centuries. ’Tis a great differ¬ 
ence. Behmen is healthily and beautifully wise, 
notwithstanding the mystical narrowness and incom¬ 
municableness. Swedenborg is disagreeably wise, and 
with ail his accumulated gifts, paralyses and repels. 

It js the best sign of a great nature that it opens 
a foreground, and, like the breath of morning land¬ 
scape^ invites us onward. Swedenborg is retrospec¬ 
tive, nor can we divest liim of his mattock and 
shroud. Some minds are for ever restrained from 
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descending into nature; others are for ever prevented 
from ascending out of it. With a force of many 
men, he could never break the umbilical pord which 
held him to nature, and he did not rise to the plat¬ 
form of pure genius. 

It is remarkable that this man, who, by his percep¬ 
tion of symbols, saw the p’octic construction.of things, 
and the primary relation of mind to matter, remained 
entirely devoid of the whole apparatus of poetic ex¬ 
pression, which that perception cTeates. He knew the 
grammar and rudiments of the Mother-Tongue,—how 
could he not read off one strain into music 1 Was he 
like Saadi, who, in his vi.sion, designed to fill his lap 
with the celestial flowers, as presents for his friends; 
but the fragrance of the roses so intoxicated him that 
the skirt dropped from his hands'! or, is reporting a 
breach of the manners of that heavenly society i*or, 
was it that ho saw the vision intellectually, and hence 
that chiding of the intellectual that pervades his 
books 1 Be it as it may, his books have no melody, 
no emotion, no humour, no relief to the dead prosaic 
level In his profuse and accurate imagery is no 
pleasure, for there is no beauty. Wo wander forlorn 
in a lack-lustre landscape. No bird ever sang in all 
these gardens of the dead. The entire want of poetry 
In so transcendent a mind betokens the disease, and, 
like a hoarse voice in a beautiful person, is a Ifind of 
warning. I think, sometimes, ho will not be read 
longer. His great name will turn a sentence. His 
books have become a monument. His laurel so largely 
mixed with cypress, a charnel-breath so mingles with 
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the temple incense, that hoys and maids will shun the 
spot 

Yet, in, this immolation of genius and fame at the 
shrine of consciense, is a merit sublime beyond praise. 
He lived to purpose; he gave a verdict Ho elected 
goodness as the clue to which the soul must cling in 
all this labyrinth of natufe. Many opinions conflict. 
as to the true centre. In the shipwreck, some cling 
to running rigging, some to cask and barrel, some to 
spars, some to mast^ the pilot chooses with science, 
—1 plant myself here; aU will sink before this; “ he 
comes to land who sails with mo.” Do not roly on 
heavenly favour, or on compassion to folly, or on 
prudence, on common sense, the old usage and main 
chance of men; nothing can keep you,—not fate, nor 
health, nor admirable intellect; none can keep you, 
but rectitude only, rectitude for ever and ever!—and 
with a tenacity that never swerved in all his studios, 
inventions, dreams, he adheres to tliis brave choice. 
I think of him as of some transmigrating votary of 
Indian legend, who says, “ Though I be dog, or jackal, 
or pismire, in the last rudiments of nature, under 
w'hat integument or ferocity, I cleave to right, as the 
sure ladder that leads up to man and to God.” 

Swedenborg has rendered a double service to man¬ 
kind, which is now only beginning to be known. By 
the sficnce of experiment and use he made his first 
steps; he observed and published the laws of nature ; 
and, ascending by just degrees, frem events to their 
summits and causes, he was fired with piety at the 
harmonies he felt, and abandoned himself to his joy 
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and worship. This was his first service. If the glory 
was too bright for his eyes to bear, if he staggered 
under the trance of delight, the more oicoUent is the 
spectacle he saw, the •realities of ]^eing which beam 
and blaze througjj him, and which no infirmities of 
the prophet are sufi’orod to obscure; and he renders 
a second passive service tp men, not less than the 
first,—perhaps, in the great circle of being, and in the 
retributions of spiritual nature, not loss glorious or 
less beautiful to himscll 
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Every fact is related on one side to sensation, and, 
on the other, to morals. The game of thought is, on 
the appearance of one of these two sides, to find the 
other; given the upper, to find tho under side. 
Nothing so thin, hut has these two faces; and, when 
the observer has seen the obverse, he turns it over to 
see tho reverse. Life is a pitching of this penny,— 
heads or tails. We never tire of this game, because 
th&'e is still a slight shudder of astonishment at the 
exhibition of the other face, at tlie contrast of the 
two faces. A man is flushed with success, and 
bethinks himself what this good luck signifiea He 
drives his bargain in the street; but it occurs, that 
he also is bought and sold. He sees tho beauty of a 
human face, and searches tho cause of that beauty, 
whijh must be more beautiful. He builds his fortunes, 
maintains the laws, cherishes his children; but he 
asks himself, whyl and whereto! This head and 
this tail are called, in the language of philosophy. 
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Infinite and Finite; Relative and Absolute; Apparent 
and Real; and many fine names beside. 

Each man is bom with a predisposition to one or 
the other of these sides of nature; and it will easily 
happen that men will bo found devoted to one or the 
other. One class has the perception of difference, and 
is conversant with facts ,and surfaces; cities and 
persons; and the bringing certain things to pass;— 
the men of talent and action. Another class have 
the perception of idphtity, and are men of faith and 
philosophy, men of genius. 

Each of these riders drives too fast. Plotinus 
behoves only in philosophers; Fenelon, in saints; 
Pindar and Byron, in poets. Road the haughty 
language in which Plato and the Platonists speak of 
all men who are not devoted to their own shining 
abstractions; other men are rats and mice. The 
hterary class is usually proud and exclusive. The 
correspondence of Pope and Swift describes mankind 
around them as monsters; and that of Goethe and 
Schiller, in our own time, is scarcely more kind. 

It is easy to see how this arrogance comes. The 
genius is a genius by the first look he casts on any 
object Is his eye creative? Does he not rest in 
angles and colours, but beholds the design,—he will 
presently undervalue the actual object. In powerful 
moments, his thought has dissolved- the works of art 
andnkture into their caAes, so that the works appear 
heavy and faulty. He has a conception of beauty 
which the sculptor cannot embody. Picture, statue, 
temple, railroad, steam-engine, existed first in an 
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artist’s miiKi, without flaw, mistake, or irictiott, which 
impair the executed models. So did the church, the 
state, college, couii, social circle, and all the institu¬ 
tions. It is not strange that these^men, remembering 
what they have scon and hoped of ideas, should affirm 
disdainfully the superiority of ideas. Having at some 
time seen that the happy soul will carry all the arts 
in power, they say. Why cumber ourselves with super¬ 
fluous realisations 1 and, like dreaming beggars, they 
assume to speak and act as if these values were already 
substantiated. 

On the other pait, the men of toil and trade and 
luxury,—the animal world, including the animal in 
the philosopher and poet also,—and the practical 
world, including tho painful drudgeries which are 
never excused to philosopher or poet any more than 
to the rest,—weigh heavily on tho other side. Xhe 
trade in our streets believes in no metaphysical causes, 
thinks nothing of the force which necessitated traders • 
an^ a trading planet to exist : no, but sticks to cotton, 
sugar, wool, and salt. Tho ward meetings, on election 
days, are not softeped by any misgiving of the value 
of these ballotings. Hot life is streaming in a single 
direction. Jo tho men of this world, to the. animal 
strength and spirits, to the men of practical power, 
whilst immersed in it, the man of ideas appears out 
of his reason. They alone have reason. 

Things always bring their own philosophy with 
them, that is, prudence. No man acquires property 
without acquiring with it a little arithmetic also. 
In England, the richest country that ever existed, 
VOI» IV. 2 B 
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property stands for more, compared ndth personal 
ability, than in any other. After dinner, a man be¬ 
lieves less, jlenies more; verities have lost some charm. 
After dinner, ai-itJiraetic is the only science; ideas 
are disturbing, incendiary, follies of young men, re¬ 
pudiated by the solid portion of society: and a man 
comes to bo valued by his athletic and animal qualitiea 
Spence relates that Mr. Pope was with Sir Godfrey 
Kneller one day, when his nephew, a Guinea trader, 
came in. “Ncphew<,” said Sir Godfrey, “you have 
the honour of seeing the two greatest men in the 
world.” “ I don’t know how groat men you may bo,” 
said the Guinea man, “but I don’t like your looks 
I have often bought a man much better than both of 
j'ou, all muscles and bones, for ten guineas.” Thus, 
the men of the souses revenge themselves on the pro¬ 
fessors, and repay scorn for scorn. The first had 
leaped to conclusions not yet ripe, and say . more than 
is tnic ; the others make themselves merry with the 
■ philosopher, and weigh man by the pound. Tliey 
believe tlut mustard bites the tongue, that pepper is 
hot, friction-matches are incendiary, revolvers to be 
avoided, and suspenders hold up pantaloons; that 
there is much sentiment in a chest of tea; and a man 
will bo eloquent if you give him good wine. Are 
you tender and scnipulous,—you must eat mope 
minc^-pie. They hold that Luther had milk in him 
when ho s.aid, 

“ Wer niebt liebt Wdn, ‘WeibyWid Gcaang, 

Der bleibt ein Narr Bern Leben long;" 

and when he advised a yoimg scholar, perplexed with 
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foreordination and free-will, to get well drunk. “ The 
nerves,” says Cahanis, “they are the maa” My- 
neighbour, a jolly farmer, in the tavern bar-room, 
tliinks that tlio use »f money is, sure and speedy 
spending. “For Jiis part," he says, “he puts his 
Uown his neck, and gets the good of it.” 

The inconvenience of this way of thinking is that 
it runs into indifferentism, and then into disgust. Life 
is eating us up. Wo shall be fables presently. Keep 
cool; it will be aU one a hundred, years hence. Life’s 
well enough; but we shall bo glad to got out of it, 
and they 11111 all be glad to have us. Why should 
we fret and drudge 1 Our meat will taste to-morrow 
as it did yesterday, and wo may at last have had 
enough of it “Ah,” said my languid gentleman at 
Oxford, “ there’s nothing new or true,—and no matter.” 

With a little more bitterness, the cynic moans; onr 
life is like an ass led to market by a bimdlo of hay 
being carried before him: he sees nothing but the 
bundle of hay. “ There is so much trouble in coming 
into the world,” said Lord Bolingbroke, “ and so much 
more, as well as meanness, in going ont of it, that ’tis 
hardly worth while to bo hero at all.” I knew a 
jihilosopher of this kidney, who was accustomed 
briefly to sum up his e.xperionce of human nature in 
saying, “Mankind is a damned rascal:” and the 
natural corollary "is pretty sure to follow,—“ The 
world lives by humbug, and so null I.” 

The abstractionist and the materalist thus mutually 
exasperating each other, and the scofier expressing 
the worst of materalism, there arises a third party to 
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occupy the middle ground between these two, the 
sceptic, namely. He finds both wrong by being in 
extremes. He labom's to plant his feet, to be the 
beam of the balap.ce. He will mot go beyond his card. 
He sees the one-sidedness of these men of the street; 
ho will not be a Gibcofiite; he stands for the intel¬ 
lectual faculties, a cool IwSid, and whatever serves to 
keep it cool: no unadvised industry, no unrewarded 
self-devotion, no loss of the brains in toil. Am I an 
ox, or a dray ?— You arc both in extremes, he says. 
You that will have all solid, and a world of pig-lead, 
deceive yourselves grossly. You believe yourselves 
rooted and grounded on adamant; and yet, if we un¬ 
cover the last facts of our knowledge, you are spin¬ 
ning like bubbles in a river, you know not whither 
or whence, and you are bottomed and capped and 
wrapped in delusions. 

Neither will he be betrayed to a book, and wrapped 
in a gown. The studious class are their own victims; 
they are thin and pale, their feet are cold, their hpads 
are hot, the night is without sleep, the day a fear of 
interruption,—pallor, squalor, hunger, and egotism. 
If you come near them, and see what conceits they 
entertain,—tliey are abstractionists, and spend their 
days and nights in dreaming some dream; in expect¬ 
ing the homage of society to some precious scheme 
built on a truth, but destitute of proportion in its 
presentment, of justness in its application, and af all 
energy of will in the schemer to embody and vitalise 
it. 

But I see plainly, he says, that I cannot see. I 
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know that human strength is not in extremes, hut 
in avoiding extremes. I, at least, will shun the' 
weakness of philosophising beyond my deptjn What 
is the use of pretendingto powers wo have not! What 
is the uso of pretending to assurances we have not, 
respecting the other life! Why exaggerate the power 
of virtue 1 Why be an angdl•before your time? These 
strings, wound up too high, will snap. If there is a 
wish for immortality, and no evidence, why not say 
just that? If there are conflicting evidences, why 
not state them? If there is not ground for a candid 
thinker to make up his mind, yea or nay,—why not 
suspend the judgment ? I weary of these dogmatisers. 

I tire of these hacks of routine, who deny the dogmas. 

I neither affirm nor deny. I stand here to try the 
case. I am hero to consider, aKewTeiv, to consider 
how it is. I will try to keep the balance true. Of 
what use to take the chair, and glibly rattle oft’ theories 
of society, religion, and nature, when I know that 
prattical objections he in the way, insurmountable by 
me and by my mates ? Why so talkative in public 
when each of my neighbour’s can pin me to my seat 
by arguments I caimot refute? Why pretend that 
hfe is so simple a game, when wo know how subtle 
and elusive the Proteus is ? Why think to shut up 
aH things in your naiTOW coop, when wo know there 
are not one or two' only, but ten, twenty, a thousand 
things, and unlike? Why fancy that you have all 
the truth in your keeping ? There is much to say on 
all sides. 

Who shall forbid a wise scepticism, seeing that 
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there is no practical question on which anything 
more that an approximate solution can be had 1 Is 
not marriage an open question, when it is alleged, 
from the beginnkg of the wcftld, that such as are in 
the institution wish to get out, and such as are out 
wish to get in 1 And the reply of Socrates, to him 
who asked whether ho -Should choose a wife, still 
remains reasonable, “that, whether he should choose 
one or not, he would repent it.” Is not the state a 
question! All society is divided in opinion on the 
subject of the state. Nobody loves it; great munbers 
dislike it, and sufter conscientious scruples to allegi¬ 
ance; and the only defence set up is the fear of 
doing worao in disorganising. Is it otherwise with 
the church! Or, to put any of the questions which 
touch mankind nearest,—shall the young man aim at 
a Jeading part in law, in politics, in trade! It will 
not be pretended that a success in either of these kinds 
is quite coincident with what is best and inmost in his 
mind. Shah ho, then, cutting the stays that hold him 
fast to the social state, put out to sea with no guidance 
but his genius! There is much to say on both sides. 
Eemember the open question between tlie present 
order of “competition,” and the friends of “attractive 
and associated labour.” The generous minds embrace 
the proposition of labour shared by aU; it is the only 
honesty; nothing else is safa It' is from the poor 
man’s hut alone that strength and virtue come ^ and 
yet, on the other side, it is allcgod-that labour impairs 
the form, and breaks the spirit of man, and the 
labourers cry unanimously, We have no thoughts.” 
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Culture, how indispensable! I cannot forgive you 
the want of accomplishments; and yet, culture will- 
instantly destroy that chiefest beauty of spontanoous- 
ness. Excellent is culture for a savage; but once let 
him read in the beok, and ho is no longer able not to 
think of Plutarch’s heroes. In short, since true forti¬ 
tude of understanding consists “in not letting what 
we know bo embarrassed by what we do not Imow,” 
we ought to secure those advantages which wo can 
command, and not risk them by clutching after the 
airy and unattainable. Como, no chimeras; Let us 
go abroad; let us mix in affah-s; lot us learn, and 
get, and have, and climb. “Mon are a sort of moving 
plants, and, like trees, receive a great part of their 
nourishment from the air. If they keep too much at 
homo, they pine." Lot us have a robust, manly life; 
let us know what wo know, for certain; what .we 
have, let it be solid, and seasonable, and our own A 
world in the hand is worth two in the bush. Let us • 
haye to do with real mon and women, and not with 
skipping ghosts. 

This, then, is the right ground of tho sceptic,— 
this of consideration, of solf-containing; not at all of 
unbelief; not at all of universal denying, nor of uni¬ 
versal doubting,—doubting even that ho doubts; least 
8f all, of scoffing and profligate jeering at all that is 
stable and good. ’ These are no more his moods than 
ar 0 *tho 8 O of religion and philosophy. Ho is tie con- 
siderer, the prudent, taking in sail, counting stock, 
husbanding his means, believing that a man has too 
many enemies, than that he can afford to be his own; 
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that we cannot give ourselves too many advantages, 
in this unequal conflict, with powers so vast and un- 
weariahle ranged on one side, and this little, conceited, 
vulnerable popinjay that a man is, bobbing up and 
down into every danger, on the othei. It is a position 
taken up for better defence, as of more safety, and 
one that can be maintained; and it is one of more 
opportunity and range; as, when we build a house, 
the rule is, to set it not too high nor too low, under 
the wind, but out of the dirt. 

The philosophy we want is one of fluxions and 
mobility. The Spartan and Stoic schemes are too 
stark and stiff for our occasion. A theory of Saint 
John, and of non-resistance, seems, on the other hand, 
too thin and aerial. We want some coat woven of 
elastic steel, stout as the first and limber as the 
second. We want a ship in these billows we inhabit. 
An angular, dogmatic house would be rent to chips 
'and splinters in this storm of many elements. No, 
it must bo tight, and fit to the form of man, to liye 
at all; as a sliell is the arcliitecture of a house founded 
on the sea. The soul of man must be the type of our 
scheme, just as the body of man is the type after 
which a dwelling-house is built. Adaptiveness is the 
peculiarity of human nature. We are golden averages, 
volitant stabilities, compensated or periodic errors,*- 
houses founded on the sea. The -wise sceptic -wishes 
to have a near -view of the best game, and the chief 
players; what is best in the planet ; art and nature, 
places and events, but mainly men. Everything that 
is excellent in mankind,—a form of grace, an arm of 
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iron, lips of persuasion, a brain of resources, every one 
skilful to play and win,—^he will see and judge. 

The terms of admission to this spectacle are, that 
ho have a certain solid and intelligible way of living of 
his own; some method of answering the inevitable 
needs of human life; proof that he has played with 
skill and success; tliat hb.has evinced the temper, 
stoutness, and the range of qualities which, among his 
contemporaries and countrymen, entitle him to fellow¬ 
ship and trust. For the secrets ef life are not shown 
except to sympathy and likeness. Men do not confide 
themselves to boys, or coxcombs, or pedants, but to 
their jwers. Some wise limitation, as the modem 
phrase is; some condition between the extremes, and 
having itself a positive quality; some stark and sufll- 
cient man, who is not salt or sugar, but sufficiently 
related to the world to do justice to Paris or Londen, 
and, at the same time, a vigorous and original thinker, 
whom cities cannot overawe, but who uses them,—^is' 
thq fit person to occupy tliis ground of speculation. 

These qualities meet in the character of Montaigne. 
And yeb since the personal regard which I entertain 
for Montaigne may be rmduly great, I will, under the 
shield of this prince of egotists, offer, as an apology 
for electing him as the representative of scepticism, a 
word or two to explain how my love began and grew 
for this admirable’gossip. 

A single odd volume of Cotton’s translation of the 
Essays remained to mo from my father’s library, when 
a boy. It lay long neglected, until, after many years, 
when I was newly escaped from college, I read the 
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book, and procured the remaining volumes. I re¬ 
member the delight and wonder in which I lived with 
it. It seemed to me as if I had myself written the 
book, in some foigner life, so*sincerely it spoke to 
my thought and experience. It happened, when in 
Paris, in 1833, that, in the cemetery of Pein le Chaise, 
I came to a tomb of Augutte Collignon, wdio died in 
1830, aged sixty-eight years, and who, said the monu¬ 
ment, “lived to do right, and had formed himself to 
virtue on the Essays of Montaigne.” Some years 
later I became acquainted with an accomplished 
English poet, John Sterling; and, in prosecuting my 
correspondence, I found that, from a love of Mon¬ 
taigne, he had made a pilgrimage to his chateau, still 
standing near Castellan, in Perigoixl, and, after two 
hundred and fifty years, had copied from the walls of 
hisi library the inscriptions which Montaigne had 
written there. That Journal of Mr. Sterling’s, published 
*'in the “Westminster Eoviow,”Mr. Hazlitt has reprinted 
in the Prolegomna to his edition of the Essays., I 
heard with pleasure that one of the newly-discovered 
autographs of William Shakspeare was in a copy of 
Florio’s translation of Montaigne. It is the only book 
which we certainly know to have been in the poet’s 
library. And oddly enough, the duifiicate copy of 
Florio, which the British Museum purchased, with & 
view of protecting the Shakspeare' autograph (as I 
was informed in the Museum), turned out to Have 
the autograph of Bon Jonson in the fiy-loaf. Leigh 
Hunt relates of Lord Byron that Montaigne was the 
only great writer of past times whom he read with 
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avowed satisfaction. Other coincidences, not needful 
to be mentioned here, concurred to make this old 
Gascon still new and immortal for me. 

In 1571, on the death of his* father, Montaigne, 
then tliirty-eighb years old, retired from the practice 
of law, at Bordeaux, and settled himself on his estate. 
Though he had been a laan of pleasure, and some¬ 
times a courtier, his studious habits now grow on 
him, and he loved the compass, staidness, and inde¬ 
pendence, of the country gentleman’s life. He took 
up his economy in good earnest, and made his farms 
yield the most. Downright and plain-dealing, and 
abhoi'ring to be deceived or to deceive, ho was esteemed 
in the country for hie sense and probity. In the civil 
wars of the League, which converted every house into 
a foiti Montaigne kept his gates open, and his house 
without defence. All parties freely came and wient, 
his courage and honour being universally esteemed. 
The neighbouring lords and gentry brought jewel# 
aud papers to him for safe-keeping. Gibbon reckons, 
in these bigoted times, but two men of liberality in 
France,—Henry IV. and Montaigne. ' 

Montaigne is the frankest and honestest of all 
writers. His French freedom runs into grossness; but 
he has anticipated all censure by the bounty of his 
Wn confessiona In his times books were written to 
one sex only, and almost all were written in Latin; so 
thSt, in a humorist, a certain nakedness of statement 
was permitted, which our manners, of a literature 
addressed equally to both sexes, do not allow. But^ 
though a biblical plainness, coupled with a most un- 
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canonical levity, may shut his pages to many sensitive 
readers, yet the offence is superficial. He parades it; 
he makes the most of it; nobody can think or say 
worse of him than he does. H6 pretends to most of 
the vices; and, if there be any virtue in him, he says 
it got in by stealth. There is no man, in his opinion, 
who has not deserved hangmg five or six times; and 
he pretends no exception in his own behalf. “Five 
or six as ridiculous stories,” too, he says, “can he told 
of me, as of any man Kving.” But, with all this really 
superflueus frankness, the opinion of an invincible 
probity grows into every reader’s mind. 

“When I the most strictly and religiously confess 
myself, I find that the best virtue I have has in it 
some tincture of vice; and I am afraid that Plato, in 
Ids purest virtue (I, who am as sincere and perfect a 
lover of virtue of that stamp as any other whatever), 
if he had listened, and laid his car clcse to himself. 
Would have heard seme jarring sound of human 
mixture; but faint and remote, and only to be per¬ 
ceived by himself.” 

Here is an impatience and fastidiousness at colour 
or pretence of any kind. He has been in courts so 
long as to have conceived a furious disgust at appear¬ 
ances; he will indulge himself with a little cursing 
and swearing; he will talk with sailors and gipsies,* 
use flash and street ballads; he has stayed in-doors 
till he IS deadly sick; he will to the open air, thodgh 
it rain bullets. He has seen too much of gentlemen 
of the long robe, until he wishes for cannibals; and 
is so nervous, by factitious life, that he thinks the 
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more barbarous man is, the better he is. He likes 
his saddle. You may read theology, and grammar, 
and metaphysics elsewhere. Whatever you get here, 
shall smack of the earth and of, real life, sweet, or 
smart, or stinging. He makes no hesitation to enter¬ 
tain you with the records of his disease; and his 
journey to Italy is quite full of that matter. He took 
and kept tliis position of equilibrium. Over his name 
he drew an emblematic pair of scales, and wrote Que 
sfais je t under it. As I look «t his efiSgy opposite 
the title-page, I seem to hear him say, “You may 
play old Poz, if you will; you may rail and exagger¬ 
ate,—I stand here for truth, and will not, for all the 
states, and churches, and revenues, and personal re¬ 
putations of Europe, overstate the dry fact as I see 
it; I will rather mumble and prose about what I 
certainly know,—my house and bams; my father, my 
wife, and my tenants; my old lean bald pate; my 
knives and forks; what meats I eat, and what drinks 
Ijirefer; and a hundred straws just as ridiculous,— 
than I will write, with a fine crow-quill, a fine 
romance. I like gray days, and autumn and winter 
weather. I am gray and autumnal myself, and think 
an undi'ess, and old shoes that do not pinch my feet, 
and old friends who do not constrain me, and plain 
topics where I do not need to strain myself and pump 
my brains, the nJost suitable. Our condition as men 
is risky and ticklish enough. One cannot be kure of 
himself and his fortime an hour, but he may be 
whisked ofif into some pitiable or ridiculous plight 
Why should I vapour and play the philosopher. 
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instead of ballasting, the best I can, ibis dancing 
balloon! So, at least, I live within compass, keep 
myself ready for action, and can shoot the gulf, at 
last, with decency., If there be anything farcical in 
such a life, the blame is not mine: Jpt it lie at fate’s 
and nature’s door.” 

The Essays, therefore, are an entertaining soliloquy 
on every random topic that comes into his head; 
treating everything without ceremony, yet with 
masculine sense. There have been men with deeper 
insight; but, one would say, never a man with such 
abundance of thoughts; he is never dull, never in¬ 
sincere, and has tho genius to make the reader care 
for all that ho cares for. 

The sincerity and marrow of the man reach to 
his sentences. I know not anywhere the book that 
seeips less written. It is the language of conversa¬ 
tion transferred to a book. Cut these words, and 
they would bleed; they are vascular and alive. One 
has the same pleasure in it that we have in listening 
to the necessary speech of men about their work, 
when any unusual circumstance gives momentary 
importance to the dialogue. For blacksmiths and 
teamsters do not trip in their speech; it is a shower 
of bullets. It is Cambridge men who correct them¬ 
selves, and begin again at every half sentence, and,* 
moreover, will pun, and refine too ntuch, and swerve 
from the matter to the expression. Montaigne talks 
with shrewdness, knows the world, and books, and 
liimself, and uses the positive degree; never shrieks, 
or protests, or prays: no weakness, no convulsion, no 
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superlative: does not wish to jump out of his skin, 
or play any antics, or annihilate space or time; hut 
is stout and solid; tastes every moment of the day; 
likes pain, because it makes hin^ feel himself, and 
realise things; we pinch ourselves to know that 
we are awake. He keeps the plain; he rarely mounts 
or sinks; likes to feel solid ground, and the stones 
underneath. His writing has no ontliusiasms, no 
aspiration; contented, self-respecting, and keeping 
the middle of the road. There i« but one exception, 
—in his love for Socrates. In speaking of him, for 
once his cheek flushes, and his stylo rises to passion. 

Montaigne died of a quinsy, at the age of sixty, in 
1692. When he came to die, he caused the mass to 
bo celebrated in his chamber. At the age of thirty- 
three, he had been married. “But,” he says, “might 
I have had my own will, I would not have marijed 
Wisdom herself, if she would have had me: but ’tie 
to much purpose to evade it, the common custom and 
US8 of life will have it so. Most of my actions are 
guided by example, not choice.” In the hour of death, 
ho gave the same weight to custom. Que s^is je I 
What do I know ? 

This book of Montaigne the world has endorsed, 
by translating it into all tongues, and printing 
Seventy-five editions of it in Europe; and that, too, a 
circulation some'afliat chosen, namely, among courtiers, 
soldiers, princes, men of the world, and men of wit 
and generosity. 

Shall we say that Montaigne has spoken wisely. 
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and given the right and permanent expression of the 
human mind, on the conduct of lifei 

We are natural believers. . Truth, or the connec¬ 
tion between cause and effect, alone interests us. We 
are persuaded that a thread runs through all things: 
all worlds are strung on ii^ as beads: and men, and 
events, and life, come to us, only because of that 
thread: they pass and repass, only that we may 
know the direction*'and continuity of that line. A 
book or statement which goes to show that there is 
no lino, but random and chaos, a calamity out of 
nothing, a prosperity and no account of it, a hero 
bom from a fool, a fool from a hero,—dispirits us. 
Seen or unseen, we believe the tie exists. Talent 
makes counterfeit ties; genius finds the real ones. 
We hearken to the man of science, because we anti¬ 
cipate the sequence in natural phenomena which he 
uncovers. We love whatever affiims, connects, pre¬ 
serves ; and dislike what scatters or pulls down. Qne 
man appears whose nature is to all men’s eyes con¬ 
serving and constructive; his presence supposes a 
well-ordered society, agriculture, trade, large institu¬ 
tions, and empire. If these did not exist, they would 
begin to exist through his endeavours. Therefore, 
he cheers and comforts men, who fool all this in him 
very readily. The nonconformist "and the rebel say 
all manner of unanswerable things against the existing 
republic, but discover to our sense no plan of house 
or state of their own. Therefore, though the town, 
and state, and way of living, which our counsellor 
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contemplated, might be a very modest or musty 
prosperity, yet men rightly go for him, and reject the ■ 
reformer, so long as he comes only with axe and 
crowbar. 

But though we are natural conservers and caus- 
ationists, and reject a sour, dumpish unbelief, the 
sceptical class, which Mbntaigne represents, have 
reason, and every man, at some time, belongs to it 
Every superior mind will pass through this domain 
of equilibration,—I should rathcr'say, will know how 
to avail himself of the checks and balances in nature, 
as a natural weapon against the exaggeration and 
formalism of bigots and blockheads. 

Scepticism is the attitude assumed by the student 
in relation to the particulars which society adores, 
but which he secs to be reverend only in their tend¬ 
ency and spirit. The ground occupied by the sceptic 
is the vestibule of the temple. Society docs not like 
to have any breath of question blown on the existing 
ordpr. But the interrogation of custom at all points 
is an inevitable stage in the growth of every superior 
mind, and is the evidence of its perception of the 
flowing power which remains itself in all changes. 

The superior mind will find itself equally at odds 
with the evils of society, and with the projects that 
are offered to relieve them. The wise sceptic is a 
bad citizen; no conservative; ho sees the selfishness 
of pfoperty, and the drowsiness of institutions. But 
neither is he fit to work witli any democratic party 
that ever was constituted; for parties wish every one 
committed, and he penetrates the popular patriotism. 

VOL. rv. So 
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His politics are those of the “ Soul’s Errand ” of Sir 
Walter Ealeigh; or of Krishna, in the Bhagavat, 
“ There is none who is worthy of my love or hatred; ” 
whilst he sentence law, physif, divinity, commerce, 
and custom. He is a reformer: ypt he is no better 
member of the philanthropic association. It turns 
out that he is not the chaitipion of the operative, the 
pauper, the prisoner, the slave. It stands in his 
mind that our life in this world is not of quite so 
easy interpretation ‘as churches and school-books 
say. He does not wish to take ground against these 
benevolences, to play the part of devil’s attorney, 
and blazon every doubt and sneer that darkens the 
sun for him. But ho says. There are doubts. 

I mean to use the occasion, and celebrate the 
calendar-day of our Saint Michel do Montaigne, by 
counting and describing these doubts or negations. 
I wish to ferret them out of their holes, and sun them 
•a little. We must do with them as the police do 
with old rogues, who are shown up to the public^ at 
the marshal’s ofBce. They will never be so formid¬ 
able, when once they have been identified and regis¬ 
tered. But I mean honestly by them,—that justice 
shall be done to their terrora I shall not take 
Sunday objections, made up on purpose to be put 
down. I shall take the worst I can find, whether i 
can dispose of them, or they of me.' 

I do not press the scepticism of the materiidist. 
I know the quadruped opinion will not prevail ’Tis 
of no importance what bats and oxen think The 
first dangerous symptom I report is the levity of 
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intellect; as if it were fatal to earnestness to know 
much. Knowledge is the knowing that wo can not 
know. The dull pray; the geniuses are light mockers. 
How respectahle is etirnestncss c*i every platform! 
but intellect kills it. Naj', San Carlo, my subtle and 
admirable friend, one of the most penetrating of men, 
finds that all direct ascension, even of lofty piety, 
leads to this ghastly insiglit, and sends back the 
votary orphaned. My astoiiLshing San Carlo tliought 
the lawgivers and saints infectcU They found the 
ark empty; saw, and would not tell; and. tried to 
choke off their approaching followers, by saying, 
“Action, action, my dear fellows, is for you!” Bad 
as was to me this detection by San Carlo, this frost in 
July, this blow' from a bride, there was still a worsej 
namely, the cloy or satiety of the saints. In the 
moimt of vision, ere they have yet risen from tlieir 
knees, they say, “ We discover that this our homage 
and beatitude is partial and deformed; wo must fly 
for, relief to the suspected and reviled Intellect, to the 
Understanding, the Mephistophelcs, to the gymnastics 
of talent.” 

This is hobgoblin the first; and, though it has 
been the subject of much elegj', in our nineteenth 
century, from Byron, Goethe, and other poets of less 
f&me, not to mention many distinguished private 
observers,—confess it is not very affecting to my 
imagination; for it seems to concern the shattering 
of baby-houses and crockery-shops. Wliat flutters 
the church of Rome, or of England, or of Genova, or 
of Boston, may yet be very far from touching any 
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principle of faith. I think that the intellect and 
moral sentiment are unanimous; and that, though 
philosophy extirpates bugbears, yet it supplies the 
natural checks of yice, and polarity to the soul I 
think that the wiser a man is, the wore stupendous 
he finds the natural and moral economy, and lifts 
himself to a more absolute.feliance. 

There is the power of moods, each setting at 
naught all but its own tissue of facts and beliefa 
There is the power "of complexions, obviously modi¬ 
fying the dispositions and sentiments. The beliefs 
and unbeliefs appear to bo structural; and, as soon 
as each man attains the poise and vivacity which 
allow the whole machinery to play, he will not need 
■ extreme examples, but will rapidly alternate all 
opinions in his own life. Our life is March weather, 
savage and serene in one hour. We go forth austere, 
dedicated, believing in the iron links of Destiny, and 
■will not turn on our heel to save our life; but a 
book, or a bust, or only the sound of a name, shopts 
a spark through the nerves, and we suddenly believe 
in will: my finger-ring shall be the seal of Solomon; 
fate is for imbeciles; all is possible to the resolved 
mind. Presently, a now e.xperience gives a new turn 
to our thoughts; common sense resumes its tyranny; 
we say, “ Well, the army, after all, is the gate to famo( 
manners, and poetry; and, look yofi,—on the whole, 
selfishness plants best, prunes best, makes the best 
commerce, and the best citizen." • Are the opinions 
of a man on right and wrong, on fate and causation, 
at the mercy of a broken sleep or an indigestion 1 Is 
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his belief in God and Duty no deeper than a stomach • 
evidence] And what guaranty for the permanence 
of his opinions ? I like not the French celerity,—a 
now church and state once a }Teek. This is the 
second negation -f and I shall let it pass for what it 
wilL As far as it asserts rotation of states of mind, 

I suppose it suggests its own remedy, namely, in the 
record of larger periods. What is the mean of many 
states; of all the states? Does the general voice of 
ages affirm any princiidc, or is n^ community of senti¬ 
ment discoverable in distant times and places 1 And 
when it shows the power of self-interest, I accept that 
as part of the divine law, and must reconcile it with 
aspiration the best I can. 

The word Fate, or Destiny, expresses the sense of 
mankind, in all ages,—that tho laws of the world do 
not always befriend, but often hurt and crush' us. 
Fate, in the shape of liinde or mature, grows over us 
like grass. We paint Time with a scythe; Love anc? 
Fartune, bb'nd; and Destiny, deaf. We have too 
little power of resistance against this ferocity which 
champs us up. What front can wo make against these 
unavoidable, victorious, maleficent forces? What can I 
do against tlie influence of Race, in my history? What 
can I do against hereditary and constitutional habits, 
■against scrofula, lymph, impotence? against climate, 
against barbarisin, in my country? I can reason down 
or deny everything, except this perpetual Belly: feed 
he^ust and will, and I cannot make him respectable. 


But the main resistance which the affirmative 
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impulse finds, and one including all others, is in the 
doctrine of the Illusionists. There is a painful rumour 
in circulation, that we have been practised upon in all 
the principal perfojTnances of life, and free agency is 
the emptiest name. We have been sepped and dragged 
with the air, with food, rvith woman, with children, 
with sciences, with events, which leave us exactly 
where they found ua The mathematics, ’tis com¬ 
plained, leave the mind whore they find it: so do all 
sciences; and so do ftll events and actions. I find a 
man who has passed through all the sciences, the churl 
he was; and through all the oflices, learned, civil, and 
social, can detect the child. Wo are not the less 
necessitated to dedicate life to them. In fact, we may 
come to accept it as the fixed rale and theory of our 
state of education, that God is a substance, and his 
method is illu.sion. The eastern sagos owned the 
goddess Yoganidr'a, the great illusory energy of Vishnu, 
“by whom, as utter ignorance, the whole world is 
beguiled. , 

Or, shall I state it thus ?—The astonishment of life 
is the absence of any appearance of reconciliation 
between the theory and luacticc of life. Iteason, the 
prized reidity, the Law, is apprehended, now and 
then, for a serene and profound moment, amidst the 
hubbub gf cares and works which have no dirert- 
bearing on it;—is then lost, for months or years, and 
again found, for an interval, to be lost again. If we 
compute it in time, we may, in fifty years, have tialf 
a dozen reasonable hours. But what are these cares 
and works the better ? A method in the world wo do 
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not see, but this parallelism of great and little, which • 
never react on each other, nor discover the smallest 
tendency to converge. Eiqjeriences, fortunes, govem- 
ings, readings, writings, are nothing to the purpose; 
as when a man comes into the room, it does not appear 
whether he has been fed on yams or buffalo,—he has 
contrived to get so much’bone and fibre as he wants, 
out of rice or out of snow. So vast is the dispropor¬ 
tion between the sky of law and the pismire of per¬ 
formance under it, that, whethef he is a man of worth 
or a sot, is not so great a matter as we say. Shall I 
add, as one juggle of this enchantment, the stunning 
non-intercourse law which makes co-operation impos¬ 
sible 1 The young spirit pants to enter society. But 
all the ways of culture and greatness lead to solitary 
imprisonment. He has been often balked. He did not 
expect a sympathy with his thought from the village, 
but he went with it to the chosen and intelligent, and 
found no entertainment for it, but mere misappre* 
hcjision, distaste, and scoffing. Men are strangely 
mistimed and misapplied ; and the excellence of each 
is an inflamed individualism which separates him 
more. 

There are these, and more than these diseases of 
thought, which our ordinary teachers do not attempt 
•to remove. Now shall we, because a good,nature in¬ 
clines us to virtue’s side, say. There are no doubts,— 
an(f lie for the right 1 Is life to be led in a brave or 
in'a cowardly manner! and is not the satisfaction of 
the doubts essential to all manliness! Is the name of 
virtue to be a barrier to that which is virtue! Can 
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you not believe that a man of earnest and burly habit 
■ may find small good in tea, essays, and catechism, and 
want a rougher instruction, want men, labour, trade, 
farming, war, hunger, plenty, Ipve, hatred, doubt, and 
terror, to make things plain to him; and has he not 
a right to insist on being convinced in his own way! 
When he is convinced, ha will be worth the pains. 

Belief consists in accepting the affirmations of the 
soul; unbelief in denying them. Some minds are 
incapable of scepticism. The doubts they profess to 
entertain are rather a civility or accommodation to the 
common discourse of their company. They may well 
give themselves leave to speculate, for they are secure 
of a return. Once admitted to the heaven of thought, 
they see no relapse into night, but infinite invitation 
on tbe other side. Heaven is within heaven, and sky 
ovfr sky, and they are encompassed ivith divinities. 
Others there are, to whom the heaven is brass, and it 
• shuts down to the surface of the earth. It is a ques¬ 
tion of temperament, or of more or less immersion in 
nature. The last class must needs have a reflex or 
parasite faith; not a sight of realities, but an instinc¬ 
tive reliance on the seers and believers of realities. 
The manners and thoughts of believers astonish them, 
and convince them that these have seen something 
which is hid from themselves. But their sensual- 
habit would fix the believer to his list position, whilst 
ho as’ inevitiibly advances; and presently the lihbe- 
liever, for love of behef, bums the-believer. 

Great believers are always reckoned infidels, im¬ 
practicable, fantastic, atheistic, and really men of no 
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account The epiritualist finds himself driven to 
express his faith hy a series of scepticisms. Charitable 
souls come with their projects, and ask his co-operatiom 
How can he hesitate J It is tho rule of more comity 
and courtesy to agree where you can, and to turn your 
sentence with something auspicious, and not freezing 
and sinister. But he is foi’ced to say, “ 0, those things 
will be as they must be; what can yon dol These 
particular griefs and crimes are the foliage and fruit 
of such trees as w'e see growing> It is vain to com¬ 
plain of the leaf or the berry; cut it off; it will bear 
another' just as bad. You must begin your cure lower 
down.” The generosities of tho day prove an intract¬ 
able element for him. The people’s questions are not 
his; their methods arc not his; and, against all the 
dictates of good natm’O, he is driven to say he has no 
pleasure in them. 

Even tho doctrines dear to the hope of man, of the 
dmiio Providence, and of the immortality of the soul,, 
his neighbours cannot put the statement so that he 
shall affirm it. But he denies out of more faith, and 
not less. He denies out of honesty. Ho had rather 
stand charged with the imbecility of scepticism, than 
with untruth. I believe, ho says, in the moral design 
of the universe; it exists hospitably for the weal of 
souls; but your dogmas seem to me caricatures; why 
sljOuld 1 mako-Wieve them? Will any say, this is 
cold and infidel? The wise and magnanimohs will 
n®t say so. They will exult in his far-sighted good¬ 
will, that can abandon to the adversary all the ground 
of tradition and common belief, without losing a jot 
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of strength. It sees to the end of all transgressioa 
George Fox saw “that there was an ocean of darkness 
and death; hut withal, an infinite ocean of light and 
love which flowed^over that of»darknesa” 

The final solution in which scepticism is lost, is in 
the moral sentiment, which never forfeits its supre¬ 
macy. All meeds may bo safely tried, and their weight 
allowed to all objections: the moral sentiment as 
easily outweighs them all, as any one. This is the 
drop which balances^ the sea. I play with the miscel¬ 
lany of facts, and take those superficial views which 
we call scepticism; but I know that they will pre¬ 
sently appear to me in that order which makes scepti¬ 
cism impossible A man of thought must feel the 
thought that is parent of the universe; that the 
masses of nature do undulate and flow. 

.This faith avails to the whole emergency of life 
and objects. The world is saturated with deity and 
with law. Ho is content with just and unjust, with 
sots and fools, with the triumph of folly and frajid. 
He can behold with serenity the yawning gulf be¬ 
tween the ambition of man and his power of perform¬ 
ance, between the demand and supply of power, 
which makes the tragedy of all souls. 

Charles Fourier announced that “the attractions 
of man are jiroportioned to his destiniesin othw- 
words, that every desire predicts'its own satisfac¬ 
tion. ' Yet, all experience exhibits the reverse of (his; 
the incompetency of power is the universal grief'of 
young and ardent minds. They accuse the divine 
Providence of a certain parsimony. It has shown the 
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heaven and earth to every child, and filled him Tvith 
a desire for the whole; a desire raging, infinite; a 
hunger, as of space to be filled with planets; a cry of 
famine, as of dovils fcjr souls. Then for tfio satisfac¬ 
tion,—^to each m;in is administered a single drop, a 
bead of dew of vital power, per day ,—a cup as largo 
as space, and one drop ei the water of life in it. 
Each man woke in the morning with an appetite 
that could cat the solar system like a cake; a spirit 
for action and passion without hounds; he could lay 
his hand on the morning star; he could try conclu¬ 
sions with gravitation or chemistry; hut, on the first 
motion to prove his strength,—hands, feet, senses, gave 
way, and would not serve him. Ho w'as an emperor 
deserted by his states, and loft to whistle by himself, 
or thrust into a mob of emperors, all whistling; and 
still the sirens sang, “The attractions arc propor¬ 
tioned to tlie destiniea” In every house, in the 
heart of each maiden and of each boy, in the soul of, 
thg soaring saint, tliis chasm is found,—between 
the largest promise of ideal power and the shabby 
experience. 

The expansive nature of truth comes to our suc¬ 
cour, elastic, not to bo surrounded. Man helps him¬ 
self by larger goneralisationa The lesson of life is 
•practically to generalise; to believe what the years 
and the centuries*eay against the horns; to resist the 
usutpation of particulars; to penetrate td their 
cdtholic sense. Things seem to say one thing, and 
say the reverse. The appearance is immoral; the 
result is moral Things seem to tend downward, to 
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justify despondency, to promote rogues, to defeat the 
just; and, by knaves, as by martyrs, the just cause is 
carried forward. Although knaves win in every 
political struggle, altliough society seems to be de¬ 
livered over from the hands of one set of criminals 
into the hands of another set of criminals, as fast as 
the government is changed, and the march of civilisa¬ 
tion is a train of felonies, yet, general ends are some¬ 
how answorei We see, now, events forced on, 
which seem to rotat'd or retrograde the civility of 
ages. But the world-spirit is a good swimmer, and 
storms and waves cannot drown him. He snaps his 
finger at laws; and so, throughout history, heaven 
seems to affect low and poor means. Through the 
years and the centuries, tlirough evil agents, through 
toys and atoms, a great and beneficent tendency 
irtesistibly streams. 

Let a man Icam to look,for the permanent in the 
mutable and fleeting; let him learn to bear the dis¬ 
appearance of things he was wont to reverence, 'vjth- 
out losing his reverence; let him learn that ho is 
here, not to work, but to bo worked upon; and that, 
though abyss open under abyss, and opinion displace 
opinion, all ai'o at last contained in the Eternal 
Cause. 


If my bark sink, 'lis to another sea.' 
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Great men are more distingmslicd by range and ex¬ 
tent than by originality. If we require the origin¬ 
ality which consists in weaving, like a spider, their 
web from their own bowels; in finding clay, and 
making bricks, and building the house; no great men 
are original. Nor does valuable originality consist, in 
unlikencss to other men. The hero is in the press of 
knights, and the thick of events; and, seeing what 
mqp want, and sharing their desire, he adds the need¬ 
ful length of sight and of arm, to come at the desired 
point The greatest genius is the most indebted man. 
A poet is no rattlebrain, saying what comes upper¬ 
most, and, because he says everything, saying, at last, 
something good; but a heart in unison with his time 
■and country. There is nothing whimsical and fan¬ 
tastic in his prochiction, but sweet and saS earnest, 
freighted with the weightiest convictions and. jSbinted 
wfth the most determined aim which any man or class 
knows of in his times. 

The Genius of our life is jealous of individuals, and 



398 


KEPEESENTATiyE MEN. 


[V. 


will not hare any individual great, except through the 
general. There is no choice to genius. A great man 
does not wake up on some fine morning, and say, “ I 
am full of life, I ■^Yll go to sea- and find an Antarctic 
continent; to-day I will square the circle: I will 
ransack hotany, and find a new food for man: I 
have a new architecture in‘my mind: I foresee a new 
mechanic power;” no, but ho finds himself in the 
river of the thoughts and events, forced onward by 
the ideas and necessities of his contemporaries. He 
stands where all the eyes of men look one way, and 
their hands all point in the direction in which ho 
should go. The church has reared him amidst rites 
and pomps, and he carries out the advice which her 
music gave him, and builds a cathedral needed by her 
chants and processions. He finds a war raging: it 
educates him, by trumpet, in barracks, and he betters 
the instruction. He finds two counties groping to 
' bring coal, or flour, or fish, from the place of produc¬ 
tion to the place of consumption, and ho hits oi} a 
railroad. Every master has found his materials col¬ 
lected, and his power lay in his sympathy with his 
people, and in his love of the materials he wrought 
in. What an economy of power! and what a com¬ 
pensation for the shortness of life! All is done to his 
hand. The world has brought him thus far on his- 
way. The human race has gone out before him, sunk 
the hills, filled the hollows, and bridged the rir^ers. 
Men, nations, poets, artisans, women, all have workbd 
for him, and he enters into their labours. Choose 
any other thing, out of the line of tendency, out of 
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the national feeling and history, and ho would have 
all to do for himself; his poweia would bo expended- 
in the first preparations. Great genial power, one 
would almost say, copsists in not being original at 
all; in being altogether receptive; in letting the 
world do all, and suffering the spirit of the hour to 
pass unobstructed through" die mind. 

Shakspeare’s youth fell in a time when the English 
people were importunate for dramatic entertainments. 
The court took offence easily at political allusions, 
and attempted to suppress them. The Puritans, a 
growing and energetic party, and the religious among 
the Anglican church, would suppress them. But 
the people wanted them. Inn-yards, houses without 
roofs, and extemporaneous enclosures at country fairs, 
were the ready theatres of strolling iilayere. The 
people had tasted this new joy; and, as we could pot 
hope to suppress newspapers now,—no, not by the 
strongest party,—neither then could king, prolate, or • 
pujitan, alone or united, suppress an organ, which 
was ballad, epic, newspaper, caucus, lecture, punch, 
and library, at the same time. Probably king, prelate, 
and puritan, all foimd their own account in it. It 
had become, by aU causes, a national interest,—by no 
means conspicuous, so that some great scholar would 
have thought of treating it in an English history,— 
but not a whit less considerable, because it was cheap, 
and* of no account, like a baker’s shop. The best 
piflof of its vitality is the crowd of writers which 
suddenly 'broke into this field; Kyd, Marlow,^ 
Greene, Jonson, Chapman, Dekker, Webster, Hey- 
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wood, Middleton, Peole, Ford, Massinger, Beaumont 
and Fletcher. 

The secure possession, hy the etage, of the public 
mind, is of the first importance ;to the poet who works 
for it. He loses nJ time in idle experiments. Here 
is audience and expectation prepared. In the case of 
Shakspearo there is much. more. At the time when 
he left Stratford, and went up to London, a great 
body of stage-plays, of all dates and writers, existed 
in manuscript, and 'were in turn produced on the 
boards. Here is the Tale of Troy, which the audience 
will bear hearing some part of, every week; the Death 
of Julius Cajsar, and other stories out of Plutarch, 
which they never tire of; a shelf full of English his¬ 
tory, from the chronicles of Brut and Arthur, down 
to the royal Henries, which men hear eagerly ; and a 
strjng of doleful tragedies, merry Italian tales, and 
Spanish voyages, which all the London prentices 
.know. All the mass has been treated, with more or 
less skill, by every playwright, and the prompter Jias 
' the soiled and tattered manuscripts. It is now no 
longer possible to say who wrote them first They 
have been the property of the Theatre so long, and 
so many rising geniuses have enlarged or altered them, 
inserting a speech, or a whole scene, or adding a song, 
that no man can any longer claim copyright in this- 
work of numbers. Happily, no mat wishes to. They 
are not yet desired in that way. We have few readers, 
many spectators and hearers. They had best lie wh&re 
they are. 

Shakspeare, in common with his comrades, esteemed 
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the mass of old plays waste stock, in which any experi¬ 
ment could be freely tried. Had the prestige which 
hedges about a modem tragedy existed, nothing could 
have been done. The rude wurnij blood o! the living 
England circulated in the play, as in street-biillads, 
and gave body which he wanted to his airy and 
majestic fancy. The poclaieeds a gi-ound in popular 
tradition on which ho may work, and which, again, 
may restrain his art within the due temperance. It 
holds him to the people, suppliJs a foundation for his 
edifice; and, in furnishing so much work done to his 
hand, leaves him at leisure, and in fuli strength for 
the audacities of his imagination. In short, the poet 
owes to his legend what sculpture owed to the temple. 
Sculpture in Egypt, and in Greece, grew up in sub¬ 
ordination to architecture. It was the ornament of 
the temple-wall: at first, a rade relief carved on pedi¬ 
ments, then tlie relief became bolder, and a head or 
arm was projected from the wall, the groups being* 
stjjl arranged with reference to the building, which 
serves also as a frame to hold the figures; and when, 
at last, the greatest freedom of style and treatment 
was reached, the prevailing genius of architecture still 
enforced a certain calmness and continence in the 
statue. As soon as the statue was begun for itself, 
■and with no reference to the temple or palace, the 
art began to decliho; freak, extravagance, and exhibi¬ 
tion* took the place of the old temperance. This 
bflance-wheel, which the sculptor found in architec- • 
ture, the perilous irritability of poetic talent found 
in the accumulated dramatic materials to which the 
VOL. TV. 2d 
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people’were already wonted, and which had a certain 
excellence which no single genius, however extraordi¬ 
nary, could hope to create. 

In point of fac|v it appears that Shabspeare did 
owe debts in all directions, and was able to use what¬ 
ever he found; and the amount of indebtedness may 
bo inferred from Malono’c“laborious computations in 
regard to the First, Second, and Third parts of Henry 
VI., in which, “out of 6043 linos, 1771 were written 
by some author preceding Shakespeare; 2373 by him, 
on the foundation laid by his predecessors; and 1899 
were entirely his own.” And the proceeding investi¬ 
gation hardly leaves a single drama of his absolute 
invention. Malone’s sentence is an important piece 
of external history. In Henry VIIL, 1 think I see 
plainly the cropping out of the original rock on which 
his own finer stratum was laid. The first play was 
written by a superior, thoughtful man, with a vicious 
car. I can mark his lines, and know well their 
cadence. See AVolsey’s soliloquy, and the follor^ing 
scene with Cromwell, where,—instead of the metre 
of Shakspeare, whoso secret is, that the thought 
constructs the tune, so that reading for the sense will 
best bring out the rhythm,—hero the lines are con¬ 
structed on a given tune, and the verse has even a 
trace of, pulpit eloquence. But the play contains; 
through all its, length, unmistakable traits of Shak- 
speare’s hand, and some passages, as the accouht of 
the coronation, are like autographs. •'What is odd,'the 
compliment to Queen Elizabeth is in the bad rhythm. 

Shakspeare knew that tradition supplies a better 
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fable than any invention can. If ho lost any credit 
of design, he augmented his resources; and, at that 
day, our petulant demand for originality .was not so 
much pressed. There^was no liters^uro for the million. 
The universal reading, the cheap press, were tuiknown. 
A great poet, who appears in illiterate times, absorbs 
into his sphere all the light which is anywhere radiat¬ 
ing. Every intellectual jewel, every flower of senti¬ 
ment, it is his fine ofiice to bring to his people; and 
he comes to value his memory equally with his in¬ 
vention. Ho is therefore little solicitous whence his 
thoughts have been derived ; whether through trans¬ 
lation, whether through tradition, whether by travel 
in distant countries, whether by inspiration; from 
whatever soimce, they are equally welcome to his 
uncritical audience. Nay, he bon'ows very near home. 
Other men say wise things as well as ho; only they 
say a good many foolish things, and do not know 
when they have spoken wisely. He knows the sparkle* 
of the true stone, and jmts it in high place, wherever 
he finds it. Such is the happy position of Homer, 
perhaps; of Chaucer, of Saadi. They felt that all wit 
was their wit And they are librarians and historio¬ 
graphers, as well as poets. Each romancer was heir 
and dispenser of all the hundred tales of the world,— 
Preaenting Thebes’ and Pelops' lino 
And the* talo of Troy divine.” 

The influence of Chaucer is conspicuous in'all our 
early literature; and, more recently, not only Pope and 
Dryden have been beholden to him, but, in the whole 
society of English writers, a large unacknowledged debt 
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is easily traced. One is charmed with the opulence 
■which feeds so many pensioners. But Chaucer is a 
huge borrower. Chaucer, it seems, drew continually, 
through Lydgate |nd Caxton, from Guido di Colonna, 
whoso Latin romance of the Trojan war was in turn 
a compilation from Dares I'hrygius, Ovid, and Statius. 
Then Petrarch, Boccaccie," and the Provencal poets, 
are his benefactors; the Eomaimt of the Koso is only 
judicious translation from William of Lorris and John 
of Meun; Troilus ‘and Creseide, from Lbllius of 
Urbino; The Cock and the Fox, from the Lais of 
Marie; The House of Fame, from the French or 
Italian ; and poor Gower he uses as if ho were only a 
brick-kiln or stone-quarry, out of which to build his 
house. He steals by this apology,—that what ho 
takes has no worth where he finds it, and the greatest 
where he leaves it. It has come to be practically a 
sort of rule in literature, that a man, having once 
shown himself capable of original writing, is entitled 
thenceforth to steal from tlie writings of others at 
discretion. Thought is the property of him who can 
entertain it; and of him who can adequately place it. 
A certain awkwardness marks the use of borrowed 
thoughts; but, as soon as we have learned what to 
do with them, they become our own. 

TliuSj all originality is relative. Every thinker is 
retrospective. jThe learned membel' of the legislature, 
at Westminster, or at Washington, speaks and votes 
for thousands. Show us the constituency, and feie 
now invisible channels by which the senator is made 
aware of their wishes, the crowd of practical and 
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knowing men, who, by correspondence or conversation, 
are feeding him with evidence, anecdotes, and esti¬ 
mates, and it will bereave his fine attitude and 
resistance of something of thcfr iijipressivencss. As 
Sir Kobert Peel and Mr. Webster vote, so Locke and 
Rousseau think for thousands; and so there were 
fountains all around Homhr, Menu, Saadi, or Milton, 
from which they drew; friends, lovers, books, 
traditions, proverbs,—all perished,—which if seen, 
would go to reduce the wonder. Did the bard speak 
with authority ? Did ho feel himself overmatched by 
any companion ? The appeal is to the consciousness 
of the writer. Is there at last in Ids breast a Delphi 
whereof to ask concerning any thought or thing, 
whetlier it be verily so, yea or nayl and to have 
answer, and to roly on that! All the debts which 
such a man could contract to other wit would never 
disturb his consciousness of originality; for the 
ministrations of books, and of other mind.s, are a 
whiff 0^ smoke to that most private reality with which 
ho has conversed. 

It is easy to see that what is best written or done 
by genius, in the world, was no man’s work, but came 
by wide social labour, when a thousand wrought like 
one, sharing the same impulse. Our English Bible is 
a*wonderful sjjecimon of the strength and ^usic of 
the English langudge. But it was npt made ly one 
man* or at one time; but centuries and ciiurches 
brJught it to perfection. There never was a time 
when there was not some translation existing. The 
Liturgy, admir.sd for its energy and pathos, is an 



406 EEPEESENTATIVE MEN. [v. 

anthology of the piety of ages and nations, a trans¬ 
lation of the prayers and forms of the Catholic 
church,—these collected, too, in long periods, from 
the prayers and meditations of pvery saint and sacred 
writer all over the world. Grotips makes the like 
remark in respect to tho'Lord’s Prayer, that the 
single clauses of which it is' composed were already in 
use, in the time of Christ, in tho rabbinical forms. 
He picked out the grains of gold. The noiwous 
language of the ConTmon Law, the impressive forms 
of our courts, and the precision and substantial truth 
of tho legal distinctions, are the contribution of all 
the sharp-sighted, strong-minded men who have lived 
in tho countries where these laws govern. The 
translation of Plutarch gets its excellence by being 
translation on translation. There never was a time 
whpn there was none. All the truly idiomatic and 
national phrases are kept, and all others successively 
•picked out, and thrown away. Something like the 
same process had gone on, long before, with {he 
originals of these hooka The world takes liberties 
with world-booka Vedas, jEsop’s Fables, Pilpay, 
Arabian Nights, Cid, Iliad, Eobin Hood, Scottish 
Minstrelsy, are not tho work of single men. In the 
composition of such works, the time thinks, the 
market tliinks, the mason, the carpenter, the merchanti • 
tho farmer, the^fop, all think foPua Every book 
supplies* its time with one good word; every mWi- 
cipal law, every trade, every folly of the day, and ihe 
generic catholic genius who is not afraid or ashamed 
to owe his originality to the originality of all, stands 
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with tho next age as the recorder and embodiment of 
his own. 

We have to thank the researches of antiquaries, 
and the Shakspeare. Society, for ascertaining the 
steps of the English drama, from \he Mysteries cele¬ 
brated in churches and % churchmen, and the final 
detachment from tho clidnch, and the completion of 
secular plays from Ferrex and Porrex, and Gammer 
Gurton’s Necdle,‘down to tho possession of tho stage 
by tho very pieces which Slfakspearo altered, re¬ 
modelled, and finally made his own. Elated with 
success, and piqued by the growing interest of the 
problem, they have left no book-stall unsearclied, no 
chest in a garret unopened, no file of old yellow 
accounts to decompose in damp and worms, so keen 
was the hope to discover whether the boy Shakspeare 
poached or not, whether he held horses at tho theatre 
door, whether he kept school, and why he loft in his 
will only his second-best bed to Ann Hathaway, hi» 
wj/o. 

There is somewhat touching in the madness with 
which the passing age mischooses the object on 
which all candles shine, and all eyes are turned; the 
care with which it registers every trifle touching 
Queen Elizabeth, and King James, and the F*sscxes, 
•Leicesters, Burlcighs, and Buckinghams;, and lets 
,pass without a single valuable notq the founder of 
another dynasty, which alone will cause the Tudor 
dynasty to be remembered,—the man who carries the 
Saxon race in him by the inspiration wliich feeds him, 
and on whose thoughts the foremost people of the 
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world are now for some ages to be nourished, and 
minds to receive this and not another bias. A popular 
player,—nobody suspected he was the poet of the 
human race; and the secret was kept as faithfully 
from poets and inteflectual men, as from courtiers and 
frivolous people. Bacon, who took the inventory of 
the human understanding-for his times, never men¬ 
tioned- his name. Ben Jonson, though we have 
strained his few words of regard and panegyric, had 
no suspicion of the elastic fame whose first vibrations 
he was attempting. He no doubt tliought the praise 
he has conceded to him generous, and esteemed him¬ 
self, out of all question, the better poet of the two. 

If it need wit to know wit, according to the pro¬ 
verb, Shakspeare’s time should be capable of recog¬ 
nising it Sir Henry Wotton was born four years 
after Shakspeare, and died twenty-three years after 
him; and I find, among his correspondents and 
acquaintances, the following persons: Theodore Beza, 
Isaac Casanbon, Sir Philip Sidney, Earl of Essc^c, 
Lord Bacon, Sir Walter lialeigh, John Milton, Sir 
Henry Vane, Isaac Walton, Dr. Donne, Abraham 
Cowley, Bellarmine, Charles Cotton, John Pym, 
John Hales, Kepler, Vieta, Albcricus Gentilis, Paul 
Sarpi, Arminius; with all of whom exists some token 
of his haying communicated, without enumerating* 
many others, whqm doubtless ho siw, —Shakspeare, 
Spenser, Jonson, Beaumont, Massinger, two Horbefts, 
Marlow, Chapman, and the rest Since the constella¬ 
tion of great men who appeared in Greece in the time 
of Pericles, there was never any such society;—yet 
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their genius failed them to find out the best head in 
the universe. Our poet’s mask was impenetrable. 
You cannot see the mountain near. It took a century 
to make it suspected,; and not until two centuries 
had passed, after,his death, did any criticism which 
we think adequate begin lo appear. It was not pos¬ 
sible to write the history 'of Shakspeare till now; foi 
he is the father of German literature: it was on the 
introduction of Shakspeare into German, by Lessing, 
and the translation of his wdrks by Wieland and 
Schlegel, that the rapid burst of German literature 
was most intimately connected. It was not until the 
nineteenth century, whose speculative genius is a sort 
of living Hamlet, that the tragedy of Hamlet could 
find such wondering readers. Now, literature, philo¬ 
sophy, and thought, are Shakspearised. His mind 
is the horizon beyond which, at present, wo do /lot 
see. Our ears are educated to music by his rhythm. 
Coleridge and Goethe are the only critics who have 
esq)resscd our convictions with any adequate fidelity; 
but there is in all cultivated minds a silent apprecia¬ 
tion of his superlative power and beauty, which, like 
Christianity, qualifies the period. 

Tlie Shakspeare Society have inquired in all 
directions, advertised the missing facts, offered money 
■for any information that will lead to proofand with 
»what result? Beside some importapt illustration of 
the* history of the English stage, to which I have 
aSverted, they have gleaned a few facts touching the 
property, and dealings in regard to property, of the 
poet. It appears that, from year to year, he owned a 
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larger ahare in the Blackfriars’ Theatre; its wardrobe 
and other appurtenances were his; that he bought 
an estate in his native village, with his earnings, as 
writer anJ shareholder; that ho lived in tho best 
house in Stratford \ was intrusted ,by his neighbours 
with their commissions in London, as of borrowing 
money, and the like; that, ho was a veritable farmer. 
About the time when he was writing Macbeth, he 
sues Philip Rogers, in the borough court of Stratford, 
for thiity-five shillings, ton pence, for com delivered 
to him at differen t times; and, in all respects, appears 
as a good husband, with no reputation for eccentricity 
or excess. Ho was a good-natured sort of man, 
an actor and shareholder in the theatre, not in any 
striking manner distinguished from other actors and 
managers. I admit tho importance of this informa¬ 
tion. If well worth tlie pains that have been 
taken to procure it. 

. But whatever scraps of information concerning his 
condition these researches may have rescued, they cgn 
shed no light upon that infinite invention which is 
the concealed magnet of his attraction for us. We 
are very clumsy writers of history. Wo tell the 
chronicle of parentage, birth, birthplace, schooling, 
school-mates, earning of money, marriage, publication 
of books, celebrity, death; and when we have coma 
to an end of thi,s gossip, no ray of relation appears 
between it and tho goddess-bora; and it seems as if, 
. had wo dipped at random into th4 Modern Plutarcii, 
and read any other life there, it would have fitted the 
poems as well. It is the essence of poetry to spring, 
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like the rainbow daughter of Wonder, from the in¬ 
visible, to abolish the past, and refuse all history. 
Malone, Warhurton, Dyce, and Collier, have wasted 
their oil The famed theatres, Covent Garden, Drury 
Lane, the Park, and Tremont, liave vainly assisted. 
Betterton, Garrick, Kemble, Kean, and Macready, 
dedicate their lives to this genius; him they crown, 
elucidate, obey, and express. The gcm’us kno\* them 
not. The recitalion begins; one golden word leaps 
out immortal from all this fainted pedantry, and 
sweetly torments us with invitations to its own in¬ 
accessible homes. I remember I went once to see 
the Hamlet of a famed performer, the pride of the 
English stage; and all I then heard, and all I now 
remember, of the tragedian, was that in which tlie 
tragedian had no part; simply, Hamlet’s question to 
the ghost,— 

“ "What may this mean. 

That thou, dead come, again in complete steel 
Kevist’st thus the glimpses of the moon ?” 

That imagination which dilates the closet he writes in 
to the world’s dimension, crowds it with agents in 
rank and order, as quickly reduces the big reality to 
be the glimpses of the moon. The.se tricks of his 
magic spoil for us the illusions of the green-room. 
Can any biography shed light on the localities into 
which the Midstimmer Night’s Dream admits me? 
DiS Shakspeare confide to any notary »r parish 
recorder, sacristan, or surrogate, in Stratford, the 
genesis of that delicate creation? The forest of 
Arden, the nimble air of Scone Castle, the moonlight 
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of Portia’s villa, “the antes vast and desarts idle” 
of Othello’s captivity,—^where is the third cousin, or 
grand-nephew, the chancellor’s file of accounts, or 
private letter, that has kept one word of those tran¬ 
scendent secrets? 'Ll fine, in this drama, as in 
all great works of art,—in the Cyclopean architec¬ 
ture of Egypt and India; in tho Phidian sculpture; 
the Gothic minsters; the Italian painting; tlie Ballads 
of Spain and Scotland,—tho Genius draws up the 
ladder after him, when the creative age goes up to 
heaven, and gives way to a now, which sees the 
works, and asks in vain for a history. 

Shakspeare is the only biographer of Shakspearo; 
and even he can tell nothing, except to the Shak¬ 
spearo in us; that is, to our most apprehensive and 
sympathetic hour. Ho cannot step from off his 
tripoil, and give us anecdotes of his inspirations. 
Bead tho antique documents extricated, analysed, and 
Compared, by tho assiduous Dyco and Collier; and 
now read one of those skiey sentences,—aerolites,-,^ 
which seem to have fallen out of heaven, and which, 
not your experience, but the man within tho breast, 
has accepted as words of fate; and tell mo if they 
match; if the former account in any manner for tho 
latter; or, which gives the most historical insight 
into the mjn. 

Hence, though, our external history is so meagre, 
yet, with Shakspeare for biographer, instead of 
Aubrey and Eowe, we have really tho information 
which is material, that which describes character and 
fortune, that which, if we were about to meet the 
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man and deal with him, would most import us tOi 
know. We have his recorded convictions on those 
questions which knock for answer at every heart,— 
on life and death, on love, on wealth and poverty, on 
the prizes of life, and the ways*whereby we come at 
tliom; on the characters of men, and the influences, 
occult and open, which affect their fortunes; and on 
tliose mysterious and demoniacal powers whi«h defy 
our science, anJ which yet interweave their malice 
and their gift in our hrightest" hours. Whoever read 
the volume of the Sonnets, without finding that 
the poet had there revealed, under masks that are no 
masks to tl)e intelligent, the lore of friendship and of 
love; the confusion of sentiments in the most sus¬ 
ceptible, and, at the same time, the most intellectual' 
of men? AVhat trait of his private mind has he 
hidden in his dramas 1 One can discern, in his ample 
pictures of the gentleman and the king, what forms 
and humanities pleased him; his delight in troops (rf 
fyends, in large hospitality, in cheerful giving. Let 
Timon, let AVarwick, let Antonio the merchant, answer 
for his groat hoait So far from Shakspearo’s being 
the least known, he is the one person, in all modem 
history, known to us. AVhat point of morals, of 
manners, of economy, of philosophy, of religion, of 
taste, of .the conduct of life, has he i^t settled? 
What mystery his he not signified Jiis knowledge of ? 
AVThat office, or function, or district of man’s work, has 
Be not remembered ? What king has he not taughb 
state, as Talma taught Napoleon 1 What maiden has 
not found him finer than her delicacy? AVhat lover 
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has he not outloved 1 What sage has he not outseen! 
What gentleman has ho not instructed in the rude¬ 
ness of his behaviour? 

Some able and appreciating nritics think no criti¬ 
cism on Shakspoare valuable, that does not rest purely 
on the dramatic merit; that ho is falsely judged as 
poet and philosopher. I-think as highly as these 
critics (pf his dramatic merit, but still think it second¬ 
ary. He was a full man, who liked' to talk; a brain 
exhaling thoughts and images, which, seeking vent, 
found the drama next at hand. Had ho been less, we 
should have had to consider how well he filled his 
place, how good a dramatist he was,—and he is the 
best in the world. But it turns out, that what he has 
to say is of that weight, as to withdraw some attention 
from the vehicle; and ho is like some saint whose 
history is to bo rendered into all languages, into verse 
and prose, into songs and pictures, and cut up into 
proverbs; so that the occasion which gave the saint’s 
meaning the form of a conversation, or of a prayer, 
or of a code of laws, is immaterial, compared with the 
universality of its application. So it faros with the 
wise Shakspoai'e and his book of life. He wrote the 
airs for all our modem music; he wrote the text of 
modem life; the text of manners; ho drew the man 
of England and Europe; the father of the man in* 
America: ho drew the man, and dlsscribed the day, 
and what is done in it; he read the hearts of men 
and women, their probity, and their second thought, 
and wiles; the wiles of innocence, and the transitions 
by which virtues and vices shde into their contraries; 
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he could divide the mother’s part from the father’s , 
part iD the face of the child, or draw the fine demar¬ 
cations of freedom and of fate; ho knew the laws of 
repression which makp the police of nature: and all 
the sweets and all the terrore of human lot lay in his 
mind as truly but as softly as the landsape lies on 
the eye. And the impoilance of this msd'om of life 
sinks the form, as of Drama or Epic, out of jjotice. 
’Tis like making’s question concerning the paper on 
wliich a king’s mGS.sage is writtbn. 

Rhakspearo is as much out of the category of emi¬ 
nent authors, as he is out of the crowd. He is incon¬ 
ceivably wise; the others, conceivably. Agood reader 
can, in a sort, nestle into Plato’s brain, and think from 
thence; but not into Shakspeare’s. Wo are still out 
of doors. For executive faculty, for creation, Shak- 
speare is unique. No man can imagine it better., He 
was the farthest reach of subtlety compatible with an 
individual self,—the subtilcst of authors, and only 
ji;st within the possibility of authoi’ship. With this 
wisdom of life, is the equal endowment of imaginative 
and of lyric power. He clothed the creatures of his 
legend with form and sentiments, as if they were 
people who had lived under his roof; and few real 
men have left such distinct characters as these fictions. 
And they spoke in language as sweet as^it was fit. 
Yet his talents liever seduced him_ into an ostenta¬ 
tion, nor did he harp on one string. An omnipresent 
Humanity co-ordinates all his faculties. Give a mam 
of talents a story to tell, and his partiality will pre¬ 
sently appear. He has certain observations, opinions, 
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topics, which have some accidental prominence, and 
which he disposes all to exhibit. He crams this part, 
and starves that other part, consulting not the fitness 
of the thing, but his fitness and,strength. But Shak- 
speare has no peculiarity, no importunate topic; but 
all is duly given; no veins, no curiosities; no cow- 
painter, no bird-fancier, no' mannerist is he: he has 
no dijfcoverable egotism; the great he tells greatly; 
the small, subordinately. He is wise without emphasis 
or assertion; ho is strong, as nature is strong, who 
lifts the land into mountain slopes without efibrt, and 
by the same rule as she floats a bubble in the air, and 
likes as well to do the one as the other. This makes 
that equality of power in faice, tragedy,- narrative, 
and love-songs; a merit so incessant, that each reader 
is incredulous of the perception of other readers. 

fliis power of expression, or of transferring the 
inmost truth of things into music and verse, makes 
him the type of the poet, and has added a new prob¬ 
lem to metaphysics. This is that which throws hjm 
into natural history, as a main production of the 
globe, and as announcing new eras and ameliorations 
Things were mirrored in his poetry ivithout loss or 
blur; he could paint the fine with precision, the great 
with compass: the tragic and the comic indiffer¬ 
ently, and without any distortion or favour. He^ 
carried his powerful execution into "minute details, to 
a hair point; finishes an eyelash era dimple as firmly 
as he draws a mountain; and yet'these, like nature^ 
will bear the scrutiny of the solar microscopa 

In short, he is the chief example to prove that 
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more or less of production, more or fewer pictures, is 
a thing indifferent. He had the power to maie one 
picture. Daguerre learned how to let one flower etch 
its image on his plate ,of iodine; and then proceeds at 
leisure to etch a ipillion. There dre always objects; 
but there was never representation. Hero is perfect 
representation, at last; had now let the world of 
figures sit for their portraits. No recipe can bojgiven 
for the making of' a Shakspeare; but the possibility 
of the translation of things into*song is demonstrated. 

His lyric power lies in the genius of the piece. 
The sonnets, though their excellence is lost in the 
splendour of the dramas, are as inimitable as they; 
and it is not a merit of lines, but a total merit of the 
piece; like the tone ot voice of some incomparable 
person, so is this a speech of poetic beings, and any 
clause as unproducible now as a whole poem. 

Though the speeches in the plays, and single hues, 
have a beauty which tempts the ear to pause on them* 
for^their euphuism, yet the sentence is so loaded with 
meaning, and so linked with its foregoers and follow¬ 
ers, that the logician is satisfied. His means are as 
admirable as his ends: every subordinate invention, 
by which he helps himself to connect some irreconcil¬ 
able opposites, is a poem too. He is not reduced 
•Jo dismount and walk, because his horses are running 

off with him in some distant direction; he always 

* 

rideS. 

•The finest poetry was first experience; but the 
thought has suffered a transformation since it was 
an experienca Cultivated men often attain a good 

VOE. IV. 2 E 
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degree of skill in writing verses; bat it is easy to read, 
through their poems, their personal history ; any one 
acquainted with parties can name every figure: this 
is Andrew, and that is Eachel, The sense thus re¬ 
mains prosaic. It iS a caterpillar with wings, and not 
yet a butterfly. In the poet’s mind, the fact has gone 
quite over into the new elcihent of thought, and has 
lost alj' that is exuvial. This generosity abides with 
Shakspcaro. We say, from the truth and closeness of 
his pictures, that he kliows the lesson by heart. Yet 
here is not a trace of egotism. 

One more royal trait properly belongs to the poet. 

I mean his cheerfulness, without which no man can 
be a poet,—for beauty is his aim. He loves virtue, 
not for its obligation, but for its grace; he delights 
in the world, in man, in woman, for the lovely light 
that sparkles from them. Beauty, the spirit of joy 
and hilarity, he sheds over the universe. Epicurus 
relates that poetry hath such charms that a lover 
might forsake his mistress to partake of them. Apd 
the true bards have been noted for their firm and 
cheerful temper. Homer lies in sunshine; Chaucer 
is glad and erect; and Saadi says, “It was rumoured 
abroad that I was penitent; but what had I to do 
with repentance?” Not less sovereign and cheerful, 
—much more sovereign and cheerful, is the tone ot»' 
Shakspeare. His name suggests j6y and emancipa-,„_^ 
tion to*the heart of men. If he should appear in any 
company of human souls, who Tfould not march ft 
his troop ? He touches nothing that does not borrow 
health and longevity from his festal style. 



V.] 


SHAKSPEAEE; OR, THE POET. 


419 


And now, how stands the account of man with- 
this bard and benefactor, when in solitude, shutting 
our ears to the reverberations of his fame, we seek to 
strike the balanced Solitude has 'austere lessons; it 
can teach us to spare both heroes and poets; and it 
weighs Shakspeare also, and finds him to share the 
halfness and imperfection of humanity. 

Shakspeare, Somer, Dante, Chaucer, saw the 
splendour of meaning that plays over the visible 
world; knew that a tree had another use than for 
apples, and com another than for meal, and the ball of 
the earth, than for tillage and roads; that these things 
bore a second and finer harvest to the mind, being 
emblems of its thoughts, and conveying in all their 
natural history a certain mute commentary on human 
life. Shakspeare employed them as colours to epm- 
pose his picture. He rested in their beauty; and 
never took the step which seemed inevitable to such* 
genius, namely, to explore the virtue which resides 
in these symbols, and imparts this power,—what is 
that which they themselves say! He converted the 
elements, which waited on his command, into enter¬ 
tainments. He was master of tlie revels to mankind. 
Is it not as if one should have, through majestic 
powers of science, the comets given into his hand, or 
5te planets and their moons, and should draw them 
from their orbits to glare with the municipal fireworks 
oJa holiday night, and advertise in all towns “very , 
superior pyrotechny this evening! ” Are the-agents 
of nature, and the power to understand them, worth 
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no more than a street serenade, or the breath of a 
cigar t One remembers again the trumpet-text in the 
Koran,—“The heavens and the earth, and all that is 
between them, think ye we have preated them in jestl” 
As long as the quesfion is of talent and mental power, 
the world of men has not his equal to show. But 
when the question is to life,'and its materials, and its 
auxiliaries, how does it profit me? What does it 
signify ? It is but a Twelfth Night, or Midsummer- 
Night’s Dream, or a Winter Evening’s Tale; what 
signifies another picture more or less 1 The Egyptian 
verdict of the Shakspeare Societies comes to mind, 
that he was a jovial actor and manager. I cannot 
marry tliis fact to his verse. Other admirable men 
have led lives in some sort of keeping with their 
thought; but this man, in wide contrast Had he 
been less, had he reached only the common measure 
of great authors, of Bacon, Milton, Tasso, Cervantes, 
'we might leave the fact in the twilight of human fate: 
but, that this man of men, he who gave to the science 
of mind a new and larger subject than had ever 
existed, and planted the standard of humanity some 
furlongs forward into Chaos,—that he should not be 
wise for himself,—it must even go into the world’s 
history, that the best poet led an obscure and profane 
life, using his genius for the public amusement. 

Well, other men, priest and prophet, Israelite, 
German; and Swede, beheld thessame objects: (hey 
also saw through them that vfhich was containid. 
And to what purpose? The beauty straightway 
vanished; they read commandments, all-excluding 
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mountainous duty; an oHigation, a sadness, as of 
piled mountains, fell on them, and life became ghastly 
joyless, a pilgrim’s progress, a probation, beleaguered 
round with doleful histories of Adam’s fall and curse, 
behind us; with doomsdays and purgatorial and penal 
fires before us; and the heart of the seer and the 
heart of tho listener sank fn them. 

It must be conceded that these are half-vilws of 
half-men. Tho world still wants its poet-priest, a 
reconciler, who shall not trifle with Shakspeare the 
player, nor shall grope in graves with Swedenborg 
the mourner; but who shall see, speak, and act, with 
equal inspiration. For knowledge will brighten the 
sunshine; right is more beautiful than private afi’ec- 
tion; and love is compatible with universal wisdom. 




NAPOLEON; OE, THE MAN CfP 
THE WOELD. 


Among the eminent persons of the nineteenth centurj, 
Bonaparte is far the best known, and the most power¬ 
ful; and owes his predominance to the fidelity with 
which he expresses the tone of thought and belief, 
the aims of the masses of active and cultivated paen. 
It is Swedenborg’s theory, that every organ is made 
up of homogeneous particles; or, as it is sometimes 
expressed, every whole is made of similars; that is, 
the lungs are composed of infinitely small lungs; the 
liver, of infinitely small livers; the kidney, of little 
kidneys, etc. Follmving this analogy, if any man is 
found to carry with him the power and affections of 
vast numbers, if Napoleon is France, if Napoleon is 
Europe, it is because the people whom ho swavs are 
Jittle Napoleons. 

Tn our society,Jthero is a standing antagomsm 
Bbtween the conservative and the democratic classes;! 
between those who have made their fortunes, and the 
young and the poor who have fortunes to.make; 
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between the interests of dead labour,—that is, the 
labour of hands long ago still in the grave, which 
labour is now entombed in money stocks or in land and 
buildings owned by idle capitalists,—and the interests 
of living labour, wUch seeks to possess itself of land, 
and buildings, and money stocks. The first class is 
timid, selfish, illiberal, hating Innovation, and con¬ 
tinually losing numbers by death. The second class 
is selfish also, encroaching, bold, seff-relying, always 
outnumbering the othbr, and recruiting its numbers 
every hour by birtha It desires to keep open every 
avenue to the competition of all, and to multiply 
avenuesthe class of business men in America, in 
England, in France, and throughout Europe; the 
class of industry and skill. Napoleon is its represent¬ 
ative The instinct of active, brave, able men, 
throughout the middle class everywhere, has pointed 
out Napoleon as tho incamato Democrat. He had 
their virtues and their vices; above all, he had their 
spirit or aim. That tendency is material, pointing yit 
a sensual success, and employing the richest and 
most various means to that end; conversant with 
mechanical powers, highly intellectual, widely and 
accOTately learned and skilful, but subordinating all 
intellectual and spiritual forces info means to a 
material success. To be tho rich man, is the end. 
“God has gran^,” says the Ktran, “to everj 
people a‘ prophet in its own tongue.” Paris, and 
.London, and New York, the spirit of commerce, of 
money, and material power, were also to have their 
prophet, and Bonaparte was qualified and sent. 
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Every one of the million readers of anecdotes, or 
memoirs, or lives of Napoleon, delights in tho page, 
because he studies in it his own history. Napoleon 
is thoroughly modenj, and, at the liighcst’point of his 
fortunes, has the.very spirit of tli8 newspapers. He is 
no saint,—to use his own word, “no capuchin,” and he 
is no hero, in tho high shnse. The man in'the street 
finds in him the qualities and powers of otlAr men 
in the street He finds him, like himself, by birth a 
citizen, who, by very intelligible merits, anived at 
such a commanding position, that he could indulge all 
those tastes which tho common man possesses, but is 
obliged to conceal and deny; good society, good books, 
fast travelling, dress, dinners, servants without number, 
personal weight, the execution of tiis ideas, tho stand¬ 
ing in the attitude of a benefactor to all persons about 
him, the refined enjoyments of pictures, sti^nos, 
music, palaces, and conventional honours,—precisely 
what is agreeable to tho heart of every man in the 
njnotcenth century,—this powerful man possessed. 

It is true that a man of Napoleon’s truth of adapt¬ 
ation to the mind of the masses around him becomes 
not merely representative, but actually a monopoliser 
and usurper of other minds. Thus Mirabcau plagiar¬ 
ised every good thought, every good word, that was 
spoken in France. Dumont relates that he sat in the 
gallery of the Oenvention, and heard Mirabeau make 
a Speech. It 8tru(|c Dumont that ho could it with 
S peroration, which ho wrote in pencil immediately, 
and showed it to Lord Elgin, who sat by him. Lord 
Elgin approved it, and Dumont, in the evening^showed 
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it to Mirabeau. Miraboau read it, pronounced it ad¬ 
mirable, and declared he would incorporate it into his 
harangue, to-morrow, to the Assembly. “ It is impos¬ 
sible,” said'Dumont, “ as, unfortunately, I have shown 
it to Lord Elgin.”' “If you have shown it to Lord 
Elgin, and to fifty persons beside, I shall still speak it 
to-morrowand he did speak it with much effect, 
at th^ next day’s session. For Mirabeau, with his 
overpowering personality, felt that these things which 
his presence inspired wore as much his own as if he 
had said them, and that his adoption of them gave 
them their weight. Much more absolute and central¬ 
ising was the successor to Mirabeau’s popularity, and 
to much more than his predominance in France. In¬ 
deed, a man of Napoleon’s stamp almost ceases to 
have a private speech and opinion. He is so largely 
receptive, and is so placed, that ho comes to be a 
bureau for all the intelligence, wit, and power, of the 
ago and country. Ho gains the battle; he makes the 
code ; ho makes the system of weights and measure; 
he levels the Alps; ho builds the road. All distin¬ 
guished engineers, savans, statists, report to him ; so, 
likewise, do all good heads in every kind: ho adopts 
the best measures, sets his stamp on them, and not 
these alone, but on every happy and memorable ex¬ 
pression. Every sentence spoken by Napoleon, and 
every line of his writing, deserves reading, as it is the 
sense of France. 

Bonaparte was the idol of confmon men, because 
he had in transcendent degree the qualities and powers 
of common men. There is a., certain satisfaction in 
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coming doTO to the lowest ground of politics, for we 
get rid of cant and hypocrisy. Bonaparte wrought, 
in common with that great class he represented, for 
power and wealth,—^but Bonaparte, speciaJly, without 
any scruple as to the means. ‘All the sentiments 
which embarrass men’s pursuit of these objects he 
set asida The sentimibnts were for women and 
children. Fontanes, in 1804, expressed Najtoleon’s 
own sense, when* in behalf of the Senate, he adaressed 
him,—“Sire, the desire of perfection is the worst 
disease that ever afflicted the human mind.” The 
advocates of liberty, and of progress, are "ideologists;” 
—a word of contempt often in his mouth;—“ Neckcr 
is an ideologist“Lafayette is an ideologist.” 

An Italian proverb, too well known, declares that, 
“if you would succeed, you must not be too good. 
It is an advantage, within certain limits, to have re¬ 
nounced the dominion of the sentiments of piety, 
gratitude, and generosity; since, what was an impass- 
ajile bar to us, and still is to others, becomes a con¬ 
venient weapon for our purposes; just as tlie river 
which was a formidable barrier, winter transforms' 
into the smootliest of roads. 

Napoleon renounced, once for all, sentiments and 
affections, and would help himself with his hands and 
his head. With him is no miracle, and no magic. He 
js a worker in brass, in iron, in wood, m earth, in 
ro'ads, in building^ in money, and in troqiS, and a 
Very consistent and wise master-workman. He is 
never weak and literary, but acts with the solidity and 
the precision of natural agents. He has noblest his 
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native sense and sympathy with things. Men give 
way before such a man, as before natural events. To 
be sure, there are men enough who are immersed in 
things, as farmers, smiths, saflors, and mechanics 
generally; and we Know how real and solid such men 
appear in the presence of scholars and grammarians; 
but these men ordinarily lack the power of arrange¬ 
ment, ^ud are like hands without a head. But Bona¬ 
parte supcradded to this mineral and animal force, 
insight and generalisalSon, so that men saw in him 
combined the natural and the intellectual power, as 
if the sea and land had token flesh and begun to cipher. 
Therefore the land and .sea seem to presuppose him. 
He came unto his own, and they received him. This 
ciphering operative knows what he is working with, 
and what is the product. He knew the properties 
of gpld and iron, of wheels and ships, of troops and 
diplomatists, and required that each should do after 
its kind. 

The art of war was the game in which he cxertqd 
his arithmetic. It comsisted, according to him, in 
having always more forces than the enemy, on the 
point where the enemy is attacked, or where he 
attacks: and his whole talent is strained by endless 
manccuvre and evolution, to march always on the 
enemy at an angle, and destroy his forces in detail. 
It is obvious that a very small fofee, skilfully am^ 
rapidly manoeuvring, so as always (to bring tw'o men 
iigainst one at the point of engagement, will be ail 
over match for a much larger body of men. 

The d,imcs, his constitution, and bis early dreum- 
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stances, combined to develop this pattern democrat. 
He had the virtues of his class, and the conditions 
for their activity. That common sense, which no 
sooner respects any end, than it finds the means to 
effect it; the dalight in the ustf of means; in the 
choice, simplification, and combining of moans; the 
directness and thoronghnfiss of his work; the prudence 
with which all was seen, and the energy with* which 
all was done, make him the natural organ anJ head 
of what I may almost call, from its extent, the modem 
party. 

Nature must have far the greatest share in every 
success, and so in his. Such a man was wanted, and 
such a man was born; a man of stone and iron, 
capable of sitting on horseback sixteen or seventeen 
hours, of going many days together without rest or 
food, except by snatches, and with the speedy and 
spring of a tiger in action; a man not embarrassed 
by any scruples; compact, instant, selfish, prudent, 
apd of a perception which did not suffer itself to be 
baulked or misled by any pretences of others, or any 
superstition, or any heat or haste of his own. “My 
hand of iron,” he said, “ was not at the extremity of 
my arm, it was immediately connected with my head.” 
Ho respected the power of nature and fortime, and 
ascribed to it his superiority, instead of valuing him¬ 
self, like inferior men, on his opinionativeness, and 
wiging war with pature. His favourite rheibric lay 
fc allusion to his siar; and he pleased himself, a^ 
well as the people, when he styled himself the “Child 
of Destiny.” “They charge me,” he said, “with 
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the commission of great crimes; men of my stamp do 
not commit crimes. Nothing has been more simple 
than my eleyation: ’tis in vain to ascribe it to intrigue 
or crime: it was owing to the peculiarity of the times, 
and to my reputation of having fought well against 
the enemies of my country. ' I have always marched 
with the opinion of gi'eat .itasses, and with eventa 
Of whdt use, then, would crimes be to me!” Again 
he said, speaking of his son, “My so'n cannot replace 
me; 1 could not replate myself. I am the creature 
of circumstances.” 

He had a directness of action never before com¬ 
bined with so much comprehension. Ho is a realist, 
terrific to all talkers, and confused truth-obscuring 
persons. He sees where the matter hinges, throws 
himself on the precise point of resistance, and slights 
all qther considerationa He is strong in the right 
manner, namely, by insight He never blundered 
i»to victory, but won his battles in his head, before 
he won them on the field. His principal means aje 
in himself. He asks counsel of no other. In 1796, 
he writes to the Directory; “I have conducted the 
campaign without consulting any one. I should have 
done no good, if I had been under the necessity of 
conforming to the notions of another persoa I have 
gained some advantages over superior forces, anc 
when totally destitute of eveiything, because, in thf 
persuasion that your confidence Was reposed in nle, 
py actions were as prompt as my thoughts.” • 

History is full, down to this day, of the imbecility 
of kings, and govemora They are a class of person* 
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much to be pitied, for they know not what they 
should do. The weavers strike for bread; and the 
king and his ministers, not knowing what to do, meet 
them with bayonets. _ But Napoleon understood his 
business. Here was a man who, tn each moment and 
emergency^ knew what to do next. It is an immense 
comfort and refreshment! to the spiiits, not only of 
kings, but of citizena Few men have any ncx^ they 
live from hand tb mouth, without plan, and are ever 
xt the end of their line, and, "after each action, wait 
for an impulse from abroad. Napoleon had been the 
first man of the world if his ends had been purely 
aubh'c. As he is, he inspires confidence and vigour 
by the extraordinary unity of his action. He is firm, 
jure, self-denying, self-postponing, sacrificing every¬ 
thing to his aim,—money, troops, generals, and his 
)wn safety also, to his aim ; not misled, like common 
idventurers, by the splendour of his own means. 
‘Incidents ought not to govern policy,” he said, “ but 
)ij)icy, incidents.” “To be hurried away by every 
went, is to have no political system at all.” His 
victories were only so many doors, and ho never for 
i moment lost sight of Ids way onward, in the dazzle 
ind uproar of the present circumstanca He knew 
vhat to do, and he flew to his mark. He would 
ihorten a straight line to come at his object Horrible 
pecdotes may, nctdoubt> bo collected from ms history, 
)f The price at whi^ he bought his successes'; “but he 
ifast not therefore be set down as cruel; but only as 
>ne who knew no impediment to his will; not blood- 
hirsty, not cruel,—^but woe to what thing orjxerson 
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stood in his way! Not bloodthirsty, hut not sparing 
pf blood,—and pitiless. He saw only the object; the 
obstacle must give way. “Siro, General Clarke can¬ 
not comhirfo with General Junot for the dreadful 
fire of the Austrian battery."—“Ljt him carry the 
battery.”—“Sire, every regiment that approaches the 
heavy artillery is sacrificed*. Sire, what orders 1”— 
“Forwwd, forward!” Seruzier, a colonel of artillery, 
gives, (in his Military Memoirs, the following sketch 
of a scone after the battle of Austerlitz.—“At the 
moment in which the Bossian army was making ite 
retreat, painfully, hut in good order, on the ice of the 
lake, the Emperor Napoleon came ridmg at full speed 
toward the artillery. ‘You are losing time,’ he cried; 
‘fire upon those masses; they must be engulfed: fire 
upon the ice!’ The order remained unexecuted for 
ten minutes. In vain several officers and myself were 
placed on the slope of a hill to produce the effect: 
tjieir balls and mine rolled upon the ice, without 
breaking it up Seeing that, I tried a simple method 
of elevating light howitzers. Tho almost perpenJi- 
cular fall of the heavy projectiles produced the desired 
effect. My method was immediately followed by the 
adjoining batteries, and in less than no time we bimied” 
some* “thousands of Bussiansand Austrians under 
the waters of the lake.” 

In the \)lenitude of his resources, every obstacle 
seemed* to vanisli. “There shat be no Alps,”'he 
said; and he built his perfect Aaads, climbing by 

As I quote at second hand, and cannot procuie Semzier, I 
dare nobadopt the high figure I find. 
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graded galleries their steepest precipices, until Italy 
was as open to Paris as any town in France. He 
laid his hones to, and wrought for his crown. Having 
decided what was to J)e done, he did that with might 
and main. He put out all his sfrength. He risked 
everything^ and spared nothing, neither ammunition, 
nor money, nor troops, nhr generals, nor himself. 

We like to see everything do its office aiuer its 
kind, whether if be a milch-cow or a rattlesnake; 
anHJ if fighting be the best mode of adjusting national 
differences (as large majorities of men seem to agree), 
certainly Bonaparte was right in making it thorough. 
“ The grand principle of war,” ho said, “ was, that an 
army ought always to bo ready, by day and by night, 
and at all hours, to make all the resistance it is capable 
of making.” He never economised his ammunition, 
but, on a hostile position, rained a torrent of irop,— 
shells, balls, grape-shot,—to annihilate all defence. 
On any point of resistance he concentrated squadron 
0 ^ squadron in overwhelming numbers, until it was 
swept out of existence. To a regiment of horse- 
. chasseurs at Lobeustein, two days before the battle 
of Jena, Napoleon said, “My lads, you must not fear 
death; when soldiers brave death, they drive him into 
the enemy’s ranks.” In the fury of assault he no 
more spared himself. He went to the edge of his 
jossibility. It ia plain that in Italy he ^d what ho 
coflld, and all that ne could. He came, several times, 
iWthin an inch of luin; and his own person was all, 
but lost He was flung into the marsh at Areola. The 
Austrians were between him and his troops»in the 

VOL. rv. 2 E 
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melie, and he was brought off with desperate efforts. 
At Lonato, and at other places, he was on the point 
of being taken prisoner. He fought sixty battles. 
He had never enough. Each,victory was a new 
weapon. “My poT»^r would fall, were I not to sup¬ 
port it by new achievements. ’ Conquest has made mo 
what I am, and conquest must maintain mo.” He 
felt, w|th every wise man, that as much life is needed 
for conservation, as for creation. We are always in 
peril, always in a ba<f plight, just on the edge of 
destruction, and only to be saved by invention and 
courage. 

This vigour was guarded and tempered by the 
coldest prudence and punctuality. A thunderbolt in 
the attack, he was found invulnerable in his intrench- 
ments. His very attack was never the inspiration of 
courjige, but the result of calculation. His idea of 
the best defence consists in being stilt the attacking 
party. “My ambition,” he says, “was great, but was 
of a cold nature.” In one of his conversations wifh 
Las Casas, he remarked, “ As to moral courage, I have 
rarely met with the two-o’clock-in-thc-morning kind: 
I mean unprepared courage, that which is necessary 
on an unexpected occasion; and which, in spite of 
the most unforeseen events, leaves full freedom of 
judgment and decision; ” and ho did not hesitate to 
declare that he washimself eminentl Windowed with thij 
“two-o’clock-in-the-morning coura^, and that he hkd 
met with few persons equal to himself in this respect.*’ 

Everything depended on the nicety of his com¬ 
binations, and the stars were not more nmctual than 



VI.]' NAPOLEON; OE, THE MAN OF TltE WORLD. 435 

his arithmetic. His personal attention descended to 
the smallest particulars. “At Montebello, I ordered 
Kellermann to attack with eight hundred horse, and 
with these he separated the six thousand Hungarian 
grenadiers, before the very eyes of the Austrian 
cavahy. Jhis cavalry was half a league off, and re¬ 
quired a quarter of an tour to arrive on the ^eld of 
action ; and I have observed that it is always these 
quarters of an hour that decide the fate of a battle.” 
“Before he fought a battle, Bonaparte thought little 
about what he should do in case of success, but a 
great deal about what he should do in case of a 
reverse of fortune.” The same prudence and good 
sense mark all his behaviour. His instructions to 
his secretary at the Tuilleries are worth remembering. 
“During the night enter my chamber as seldom as 
possible. Do not awake me when you have any good 
news to communicate; with that there is no hurry. 
But when you bring bad news, rouse me instantly^ 
foi then there is not a moment to be lost.” It was a 
whimsical economy of the same kind which dictated 
his practice, when general in Italy, in regard to his 
burdensome correspondenca He directed Bourrienne 
to leave all letters unopened for three weeks, and 
then observed with satisfaction how large a part of 
,the correspondence had thus disposed of jtself, and 
jjp longer requires^ an answer. Hiy achievement of 
buSness was immense, and enlarges the knowh powers 
of man. There have been many working kings, from 
Ulysses to William of Orange, but none who accom¬ 
plished a tithe of this man’s performance. 
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To these gifts of nature Napoleon added the 
advantage of having been bom to a private and 
humble fortune. In his later days he had the weak¬ 
ness of wishing to add to his orpwns and badges the 
prescription of aristhcracy; but he knew his debt to 
his austere education, and made no secret pf his con¬ 
tempt for the born kings,"and for “the hereditary 
asBes,’Jas he coarsely styled the Bourbons. He said 
that, “in their exile they had learned nothing, and 
forgot nothing.” Boniparte had passed through all 
the degrees of military service, but also was citizen 
before he was emperor, and so has the key to citizen¬ 
ship. His remarks and estimates discover the infor¬ 
mation and justness of measurement of the middle 
class. Those who had to deal with him found that 
he was not to be imposed upon, but could cipher as 
well, as another man. This appears in all parts of his 
Memoirs, dictated at St Helena. When the expenses 
«f the empress, of his household, of his palaces, had 
accumulated great debts, Napoleon examined the hjjls 
of the creditors himself, detected overcharges and 
enws, and reduced the claims by considerable sums. 

His grand weapon, namely, the millions whom he 
directed, ho owed to the representative character 
which clothed him. He interests us as he stands for 
France and for Europe; and he exists as captain and^' 
king, only as far as the Revolution?'or the interest (jf 
the industrious masses, found an ()rgan and a leauu’ 
■in him. In the social interests, he knew the meanLg 
and value of labour, and threw himself naturally on 
that side. I like an incident mentioned by one of his 
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biographers at St. Helepa. “When walking with 
Mrs. Balcombe, some servants, carrying heavy boxes, 
passed by on the road, and Mrs. Balcombe desired them, 
in rather an angry tqno, to keep back. Napoleon in¬ 
terfered, saying, <‘Eespect the burden. Madam.’ ’’ In 
the time qf the empire, ho directed attention to the 
improvement and embellishment of the markets of 
the capital. “The market-place,” ho said, “is the 
Louvre of the common people.” The principal works 
that have survived him are his'magnificent roads. He 
filled the troops with his spirit, and a sort of freedom 
and companionship grew up between him and them, 
which the forms of his court never permitted between 
the officers and himself. They performed, under his 
eye, tliat which no others could do. The best docu¬ 
ment of his relation to his troops is the order of the 
day on the morning of the battle of Austerlite, in 
which Napoleon promises the troops that he will keep 
his person out of reach of fire. This declaratiofl, 
wjiich is the reverse of that ordinarily made by 
generals and sovereigns on the eve of a battle, suffi- 
aently explains the devotion of the army to their 
leader. 

But though there is m particulars this identity 
between Napoleon and the mass of the peopk), his 
real strength lay in their conviction that Ije was their 
tepresentative in’^jis genius and aips, not onl^ when 
he’ courted, but when he controlled and eveil when he 
Jecimated them by his conscriptions. He knew, aa 
well as any Jacobin in France, how to philosophise 
on liberty and equality; and when allusion was made 
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, to tho precious blood of centuries, wMcb was spilled 
by the killing of the Due d’Enghien, he suggested, 
“ Neither is my blood ditch-water.” The people felt 
that no longer the throne was occupied, and tlie land 
sucked of its nourishment, by a small class of legiti¬ 
mates, secluded from all community with the children 
of the soil, and holding the' ideas and superstitions 
of a loi^-forgotten state of society. Instead of that 
vampyre, a man of themselves held, In the Tuilleries, 
knowledge and ideas like their own, opening, of course, 
to them and their children all places of power and 
trust. The day of sleepy, selfish policy, ever narrow¬ 
ing the means and opportunities of young men, was 
ended, and a day of expan.sion and demand was come. 
A market for all tho power's and productions of man 
was opened; brilliant prizes glittered in the eyes of 
youth and talent. The old, iron-bound, feudal France 
was changed into a young Ohio or New York; and 
th.ose who smarted under the immediate rigours of 
the now monarch, pardoned them, as the necessary 
severities of tho military system which had driven 
out tho oppressor.. And even when the majority of 
the people had begun to ask, whether they had really 
gained anything under the exhausting levies of men 
and iBoney of tho new master, the whole talent of 
the country, in every rank and kindred, took his part, 
and defemied him as its natural uptron. In 1814 
when aSvised to r^y on the higher classes, Napolehn 
said to those around him, “GentleWn, in the situif- 
tion in which I stand, my only nobility is the rabble 
of the Eaubourgs.” 
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Napoleon met tliis, natural expectation. TTic. 
necessity of his position required a hospitality to 
every sort of talent, and its appointment to trusts; 
and his fooling went along with this policy. Like 
every superior [lerson, ho undouBtedly felt a desire for 
men and _compocrs, and a wish to measure his power 
with other masters, anfl>an impatience of fools and 
underlings. In Italy, ho sought for men, an^l found 
none. “Good God!” ho said, “how rare men are! 
There arc eighteen millions hi Italy, and I have with 
difficulty found two,—^Dandolo and Melzi.” In later 
years, with larger experience, his respect for mankind 
was not increased. In a moment of hittemess, he 
said to one of his oldest friends, “Men deserve the 
contempt with which they in.spire me. 1 have only 
to put some gold lace on the coat of my virtuous re¬ 
publicans, and they immediately become ju.st what I 
wish them.” This impatience at levity was, however, 
an oblique tribute of respect to those able persons 
^ho commanded his regard, not only when ho found 
them friends and co,adjator8, hut also when they re¬ 
sisted his will. He could not confound Fox and Pittf 
Carnot, Lafayette, and Bornadottc, with the danglers 
of his court; and, in spite of the detraction which his 
systematic egotism dictated toward the great cgjitains 
who conquered with and for him, ample acknowledg¬ 
ments arc madei^by him to Laiincs, Duroc, Kleber, 
Dessaix, Massena, Murat, Ney, and Augeroau. If ho 
lelt hiipself thei# patron, and the founder of their 
fortunes, as when he said, “I made my generals out 
of mud,” ho could not hide his satisfaction in speeiving 
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.from them a Beconding and support commensurate 
with the grandeur of his enterprise. In the Russian 
campaign, he was so much impressed by the courage 
and resources of Marshal Ney, that he said, “ I have 
two hundred million^ in my coffers, and I would give 
them all for Ney.” The characters which ho has 
drawn of several of his marshals, arc discriminating, 
and, though they did not content the insatiable vanity 
of French oiheers, are no doubt substantially just. 
And, in fact, every species of merit was sought and 
advanced under his government. “ I know,” ho said, 
“ the depth and draught of water of every one of my 
generals.” Natural power was sure to ho well received 
at his court. Seventeen men, in his time, were raised 
from common soldiers to the rank of king, marshal, 
duke, or general; and the crosses of his Legion of 
Honour wore given to personal valour, and not to 
family connection. “ When soldiers havo been bap¬ 
tised in the fire of a battle-field, they have all one 
rank in my eyes.” 

When a natural king becomes a titular king, 
everyhddy is pleased and satisfied. The Revolution 
entitled the strong populace of tlio Faubourg St. 
Antoine, and every horse-boy and powder-monkey in 
the areiy, to look on Napoleon as flesh of his flesh, 
and the creature of his party ; hut there is something 
in the success of grand talent which enlists on uni¬ 
versal sympathy. For, in the prevalence of sense 
Und spirit over stupidity and malvelsation, aH. reason 
able men have an interest; and, as intellectual beings, 
we feel,th6 air purified by the electric shock, when 
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material force is overthrown by intellectual energies. 
As soon as we are removed out of the reach of local 
and accidental partialities, man feels that Napoleon 
fights for him; thesq are honest victories; this strong 
steam^ingine does our work. Whatever appeals to 
the imagination, by transcending the ordinary limits 
of human ability, wonderfally encourages and liberates 
us. This capacious head revolving and disposing 
sovereignly tains of affairs, and animating such 
multitudes of agents; this oyS which looked tlirough 
Europe; this prompt invention; this inexhaustible 
resource;—what events! what romantic pictures! 
what strange situations!—when spying the Alps, by 
a sunset in the Sicilian sea; drawing np his army for 
battle, in sight of the Pyramids, and saying to Ids 
troops, “ From the tops of those pyramids forty cen¬ 
turies look down on you;” fording the Eed^ea; 
wading in the gulf of the Isthmus of Suez. On the 
shore of Plotemais, gigantic projects agitated him. 
“^ad Acre fallen, I should have changed the face of 
the world.” His army, on the night of the battle of 
Austerlitz, which was the anniversary of his inangurar 
tion as Emperor, presented him with a bouquet of forty 
standards taken in the fight. Perhaps it is a little 
pnerilo, the pleasure ho took in making these contrasts 
glaring, as when he pleased himself with making kings 
^ait in his antechambers, at Tilsit, at Pails, and at 
ENurt. 

We Qjinnot, in the universal imbecility, indecision, 
and indolence of men, sufiiciently congratulate our¬ 
selves on this strong and ready actor, who toitk occa- 
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sion by the beard, and showed us how much may be 
accomplished by the more force of such virtues as all 
men possess in less degrees; namely, by punctuality, 
by personal attention, by courage, and thoroughness. 
“The Austrians,” hb said, “do not know the value of 
time.” I should cite him, in his earlier years, as a 
model of prudence. His power does not consist in 
any wild or extravagant force; in any enthusiasm, 
like Mahomet’s; or singular power of pcrsuiision; but 
in the exercise of common sense on each emergency, 
instead of abiding by rules and customs. Tlio lesson 
he teaches is that which vigour always teaches,—that 
there is always room for it. To what heaps of 
cowardly doubts is not that man’s life an answer. 
When he appeared, it was the belief of all military 
men that there could be uotliing new in war; as it is 
the belief of men to-day, that nothing new can be 
undertaken in politics, or in church, or in letters, or 
iu. trade, or in farming, or in our social manners and 
customs; and as it is, at aU time.s, the belief of socie/y 
that tlie world is used up. But Bonaparte knew 
-better than society; and, moreover, knew that he 
Imew better. I think all men know better than they 
do; know that the institutions wo so volubly com¬ 
mend, are go-carts and baubles; but they dare not 
trust their presentiments. Bonaparte relied on his 
own sense, and did not care a bean ^or other people’s, 
The world treated his novelties just as iil treats evefy- 
Jwdy’s novelties,—made infinite objection; musteretl 
all the impediments; but he snapped his finger at 
their otjections. “What creates great difficulty,” he 
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remarks, “ in the profes|ion of the land^:ommande^, 
is the necessity of feeding so many men and animals. 
If he allows himself to be guided hy the commissaries, 
he will never stir, afid all his expeditions will fail.” 
An example of his common senSe is what he says of 
the passage of the Alps in winter, wliich all writers, 
one repeating after the’ other, had described as im¬ 
practicable. “The winter,” says Napoleon, “is not 
the most nntavonrable season for the passage of lofty 
mountains. The snow is (lien firm, the weather 
settled, and there is nothing to fear from avalanches, 
the real and only danger to be apprehended in the 
Alps. On those high mountains, there are often very 
fine days in December, of a dry cold, with extreme 
calmness in the air.” Read his account, too, of the 
way in which battles are gained. “ In all battles, a 
moment occurs, when the bravest troops, after hiiving 
made the greatest efforts, feel inclined to run. That 
terror proceeds from a want of confidence in their own 
cjurage; and it only requires a slight opportunity, a 
pretence, to restore confidence to them. The art is to 
give rise to die opportunity, and to invent the pre¬ 
tence. At Areola, I won the battle with twenty-five 
horsemen. I seized that moment of lassitude, gave 
every man a trumpet, and gained the day with this 
handful You see that two armies are^two bodies 
jvhich meet, and ’endeavour to frighten each other: a 
mWent of panic occurs, and that moment must be 
Aimed to advantage. When a man has been present 
in many actions he distinguishes that moment without 
difficulty; it is as easy as casting up an additisn.” 
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This deputy of tlie nineteenth century added to 
hris gifts a capacity for speculation on general topics. 
He delighted in running through the range of practi¬ 
cal, of literary, and of abstract questions. His opinion 
is always original, an‘d to the purpose# On the voyage 
to Egypt, he liked, after dinner, to fix o^ three or 
four persons to support a proposition, and as many to 
oppose it. He gave a subject, and the discussions 
turned on questions of religion, the different kinds 
of government, and tile art of war. One day, ho 
asked, whether the planets were inhabited. On 
another, what was the age of the world. Then he 
proposed to consider the probability of the destruction 
of tho globe, cither by water or by fire; at another 
time, the truth or fallacy of presentiments, and the 
interpretation of dreams. He was very fond of talk¬ 
ing qf religion. In 1806, he conversed with Fournier, 
bishop of Montpellier, on matters of theology. There 
■were two points on which they could not agree, viz. 
that of hell, and that of salvation out of the pale pf 
the church. The Emperor told Josephine that he 
disputed like a devil on those two points, on which 
the bisliop was inexorable. To the philosophers he 
readily yielded all that was proved against religion as 
the work of men and time; but ho would not hear of 
materiahsm^. One fine night, on deck, amid a clatter 
of materialism, Bonaparte pointed^ the stars, anc 
said, “ iftfu may talk as long as you please, gentlemen 
but who made all that!” He deh*ghted in the corf 
versation of men of science, particularly of Mong( 
and BerthoUet; but the men of letters he slighted 
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“ they -vFere manufacturers of phrases. ” Of medicine, 
too, he was fond of talking, and with those of its 
practitioners whom ho most esteemed,—with Corvisart 
at Paris, and with Antonomarchi at St. Helena. “ Be¬ 
lieve me,” he said to the last, “ w% had better leave off 
all these remedies: life is a fortress which neither you 
nor I know anything abiut Why throw obstacles in 
the way of its defence ? Its own means are superior 
to all the apparatus of your laboratories. Corvisart 
candidly agreed with me, that*all your filthy mixtures 
are good for nothing. Medicine is a collection of 
uncertain prescriptions, the results of which, taken 
collectively, are more fatal than useful to mankind. 
Water, air, and cleanliness, are the chief articles in 
my pharmacopeia.” 

His memoirs, dictated to Count Montholon and 
General Gourgaud, at St. Helena, have great value, 
after all the deduction that, it seems, is to he made 
from them, on account of his known disingenuousness. 
IJe has the good-nature of strength and conscious 
superiority. I admire his simple, clear narrative of 
his battles;—good as Ccesar’s; his good-natured and 
sufficiently respectful account of Marshal Wurmser 
and his other antagonists, and his own equality as a 
writer to his varying subject. The most agfeeable 
portion is the Campaign in Egypt. 

, He had hoursi of thought and wisdom. In inter- 
vSls of leisure, either in the ca^p or thd palace, 
Napoleqn appear# as a man of genius, directing op 
abstract questions the native appetite for truth, and 
the impatience of words, he was wont to jhow in 
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war. He could enjoy erey play of invention, a 
romance, a Jon mt, as well as a stratagem in a cam¬ 
paign. Ho delighted to fascinate Josephine and her 
ladies, in a dim-lighted apartmoijt, by the terrors of 
a fiction, to which hfij voice and dramatic power lent 
every additioa 

I call Napoleon the agent-or attorney of the middle 
class of modem society; of the throng who fill the 
markets, shops, counting-houses, manufactories, ships, 
of the modem world, aifning to bo rich. He was the 
agitator, the destroyer of prescription, the internal 
improver, the liberal, the radical, the inventor of 
means, the opener of doors and markets, the subverter 
of monopoly and abuse. Of course the rich and 
aristocratic did not like him. England, the centre of 
capital, and Home and Austria, centres of tradition 
and genealogy, opposed him. The consternation of 
the dull and conservative classes, the terror of, the 
foslish old men and old women of the Koman con¬ 
clave,—who in their despair took hold of anything, 
and would cling to red-hot iron,—the vain attempts 
6f statists to amuse and deceive him, of the emperor 
of Austria to bribe him; and the instinct of the young, 
ardent, and active men, everywhere, which pointed 
him out as the giant of the middle class, make his 
history bright and commanding. He had the virtues 
of the masses of his constituents: l>e had also their 
vices. I am sorry that the brilliant picture has ife 
rjveree. But that is the fatal quality which,we dis^ 
jover in our pursuit of wealth, that it is treacherous, 
ind is fought by the breaking or weakening of the 
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sentiments, and it is inevitable that we should find, 
the same fact in the history of this champion, who 
proposed to himself simply a brilliant career, without 
any stipulation or scruple concerning the means. 

Bonaparte was singularly dMitnte of generous 
scntimcnta The highest-placed individual in the 
most cultivated age ancf population of the world,— 
he has not the merit of common truth and honesty. 
He is unjust to *his generals; egotistic, and monopo¬ 
lising; meanly stealing the crrtlit of their great actions 
from Kellcrmann, from Bemadotte; intriguing to in¬ 
volve his faithful Junot in hopeless bankruptcy, in 
order to drive him to a distance from Paris, because 
the familiarity of his manners offends the new pride 
of his throne. He is a boundless liar. The official 
paper, his “Moniteurs,” and all his bulletins, axe 
proverbs for saying what he wished to be behaved; 
and worse,—he sat, in his premature old age, in his 
lonely island, coldly falsifying facts, and dates, and 
cl^aractcrs, and giving to history a theatrical eclat. 
Like all Prcncfimen he has a passion for stage effect 
Every action that breathes of generosity is poisoned* 
by this calculation. His star, his love of glory, his 
doctrine of the immortality of the soul, are all French. 
“I must dazzle and astonish. If I were to gipe the 
liberty of the press, my power could not last three 
(}aya” To make a great noise is his favourite design. 
“A great reputation is a great noise: the mofe there 
iJ made„the farthe? off it is heard. Laws, institutions^ 
monuments, nations, all fall; but the noise continues, 
ind resounds in after ages.” His doctrine of jmmor- 
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tality is simply fame. His theory of influence is 'not 
flattering. “ There are two levers for moving men,— 
interest and fear. Love is a silly infatuation, depend 
upon it, I'riendship is hut a name. I love nobody. 
I do not oven love toy hrotliers; perhaps Joseph, a 
little, from habit, and because he is my older; and 
Duroc, I love him too; but why ?—because Ids charac¬ 
ter pleases me: he is stem^d resolute, and, I believe, 
the fellow never shed a tear. For my part, I know 
very well that I have ndrue friends. As long as I con¬ 
tinue to be what I am, I may have as many pretended 
friends as I please. Leave sensibility to women: but 
men should bo firm in heart and purpose, or they 
should have nothing to do with war and government.” 
He was thoroughly unscrupulous. He would steal, 
slander, assassinate, drown, and poison, as his interest 
dictated. He. had no generosity; but mere vidgar 
hatred; ho was intensely selfish: he was perfidious: 
h« cheated at cards; ho was a prodigious gossip; 
and opened letters; and delighted in his infamous 
police; and rubbed his hands with joy when ho had 
intercepted some morsel of intelligence concerning 
the men and women about him, boasting that “-he 
knew everything;” and interfered with the cutting 
the dyesses of the women; and listened after the 
hurrahs and the compliments of the street, incognito. 

His manners were coarse. He treated women with 

• 

low faihiliarity. He had the habit of pulling'thfcir 
pars, and pinching their cheeks, when ho was^in goc4l 
humour, and of pulling the ears and whiskers of men, 
and of, striking and horse-play with them, to his last 
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days. It does not appear that ho fistoned at key 
holes, or, at least, that he was caught at it. In short, 
when you have penetrated through all the circles oi 
power and splendour, you were not dealing with a 
gentleman, at la^; hut with an impostor and a rogue 
and ho fully deserves the epithet of JwpUer Scapin, oi 
a sort of Scamp Jupiter.* 

In describing the two j^arties into which modem 
society divides itself,—the democrat and the conser¬ 
vative,—I said, Bonaparte represents the Democrat, 
or the party of men of business, against the stationary 
or conservative party. I omitted then to say, what is 
material to the statement, namely, that these two 
parties differ only as young and old. The democrat 
is a young conservative; the conservative is an old 
democrat The aristocrat is the democrat ripe^ and 
gone to seed,—because both parties stand on the one 
ground of the supreme value of property, which ose 
endeavours to get, and the other to keep. Bonapar te 
may bo said to represent the whole history of this 
party, its youth and its age; yes, and with poetic 
jifstice, its fate, in his own. The counter-revolution, 
the counteii-party, still waits for its organ and repre¬ 
sentative, in a lover and a man of truly public and 
universal aims. 

Here was an experiment, under tho rnost favour¬ 
able conditions, of tho powers of intellect Vithout 
ftmscierice. Nevir was such a leader so endowed^ 
and so weaponed; never leader found such aids and 
followers. And what was the result of tips vast 

VOL. rv. 



450 


EICWiESKNTATIVli MEN. 


[VI. 


talent and power, of these immense armies, burned 
cities, squandered treasures, immolated millions of 
men, of this demoralised Europe! It came to no 
result. Atl passed away, like the smoke of his 
artillery, and left ncr trace. He left, France smaller, 
poorer, feebler, than he foilnd it; and the whole 
contest for freedom was to' bo begun again. The 
attempt was, in principle, suicidal. France served 
him with life, and limb, and estat6, as long as it 
could identify its interoets with him; but when men 
saw that after victory was another war; after the 
destruction of annics, new conscriptions; and they 
who had toiled so de.speratoly were never nearer to 
the reward,—they could not spend what they had 
earned, nor repose on their down-beds, nor strut in 
their chateaux,—they deserted him. Men found 
that his absorbing egotism was deadly to all other 
men. It resembled the torpedo, which inflicts a 
succession of shocks on any one who takes hold of it, 
producing spasms which contract the muscles of the 
hand, so that the man cannot open his fingers; and 
•the animal inflicts new and more violent shocks, 
until he paralyses and kills his victim. So, this 
exorbitant egotist narrowed, impoverished, and ab¬ 
sorbed the power and existence of those who served 
him; and the universal cry of France, and of Europe, 
in 1814, was, “enough of him;” “axideBompark.”‘ 
It vtonot Bonhparte’s fault. Ho did all that«in 
him' lay to live and thrive withoitt moral principk 
It was the nature of things, the eternal law of man 
and of the world, which baulked and ruined him; 
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and the result, in a million expenments, will be 
the same. Every experiment, by multitudes or by 
individuals, that has a sensual and selfish aim, will 
fail. The pacific Fourier will be as inefficient as the 
pernicious Napokon.* As long *s our civilisation is 
essentially one of property, of fences, of exclusive¬ 
ness, it w511 be mocked by delusions. Our riches 
will leave us sick; there will be bitterness m our 
laughter; and otir wine will bum our mouth. Only 
that good profits, which we can taste with all doors 
open, and which serves all men. 




yii. 

GOETHE; OK. THE WEITER. 


I FIND a provision, in the constitution of the world, 
for the writer or secretary, who is to report the 
doings of the miraculous spirit of life that every¬ 
where throbs and works. His office is a reception of 
the facts into the mind, and then a selection of the 
eminent and characteristic experiences. 

Nature will be reported. All things are engaged 
in writing their history. The planet, the pebble, goes 
attended by its shadow. The rolling rock leaves fts 
snatches on the mountain; tlie river, its channel in 
the soil; the animal, its bones in the stratum; the 
fern and kaf, their modest epitaph in the coaL The 
falling drop makes its sculpture in the sand or the 
stone. Not a foot stops into the snow, or along the 
ground, but prints, in characters more or less ksting, 
a map of its marcL Every act of the mpn inscribes 
'itself in the memories of his fellows, and in his own 
nflinncrs and face. The air is full of 8odnds;,the 
Ay, of.tokens; ftie ground is all memoranda and 
signatures; and every object covered over with hints, 
which speak to the intelligent. 
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In nature, this self-registration is incessant, and 
the narrative is the print of the seal. It neither 
exceeds nor, comes short of the fact But nature 
strives upward; and, in man, the report is something 
more than print of tJie seal It is a new and finer 
form of the original. The record is alive, as that 
which if recorded is alive. "In man, the memory is a 
kind of looking-glass, which, having received the 
images of surrounding objects, is touched with life, 
and disposes thorn in a hew order. Tho facts which 
transpired do not lie in it inert; but some subside, 
and others shine; so that soon we have a new picture, 
composed of the eminent experiences. The man 
co-openates. Ho loves to communicate; and that 
which is for him to say lies as a load on his heart 
until it is delivered. But, besides the universal joy 
of conversation, some men aro bom with exalted 
powers for this second creation. Mon are bom to 
wfite. Tho gardener saves every slip, and seed, and 
peach-stone: his vocation is to be a pluntor of plant#. 
Not loss does the writer attend his affair. Whatever 
lie beholds or experiences, comes to him as a model, 
and sits for its picture. He counts it all nonsense 
that they say, that some things are inde.scribable. He 
believes that all that can be thought can be written, 
first or last; and he would report the Holy Ghost, or 
attempt it. Nothing so broad, so subtle, or so dear, 
but jomos" therefore commended to his pen,—and Se 
will write. In his eyes, a man is *che faculty of re* 
porting, and the imiverse is the possibility of being 
reported. In conversation, in calamity, he finds new 
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materials; as our Germiyi poet said, “ some god gave’ 
me the power to paint what I siiifcr.” He draws has 
rents from rage and pain. By acting, raslily, he 
buys the power of taking wisely. Vexations, and a 
tempest of passion, only fill Ins sail; as the good 
Luther wfites, “ When I am .angry, I can pray well, 
and preach welland, 'if we know the geijesis of 
fine strokes of eloquence, they might recall the com¬ 
plaisance of Sultan Amurath, who struck ofi' some 
Persian heads, that his physician, Vesalius, might see 
the spasms in the muscles of the neck. His failures 
are the preparation of his victories. A new thought, 
or a crisis of passion, apprises him that all tliat ho 
has yet learned and written is exoteric,—is not the 
fact, but some rumour of the fact. What thenl 
Does he throw away the pcnl No: he begins again 
to describe in the now light which has shined on 
him,—if by some means he may yet save some trae 
word. Nature conspires. Whatever can be thought 
cap be sj)okou,^and still rises for uttenmep, though to 
nide and stammering organs. If they cannot com¬ 
pass it, it waits and works, until, at lash it moulds 
them to its perfect will, and is articulated. 

This striving after imitative expression, which one 
meets everywhere, is significant of the aim of imture, 
but is mere stenography. There are higher degrees, 
jnd nature has more splendid endowments for those 
whom she elects to a superior office; for the cla.'is of 
sSholars. or writeA, who see connection where thu 
multitude see fragments, and who are impelled to 
exhibit the facts in order, and so to supply the axis 
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•on which the frame of thipgs tuma Nature has 
dearly at heart the formation of the speculative man, 
or scholar. ,It is an end never lost sight of, and is 
prepared in tho original casting <ji things. Ho is no 
permissive or accidefital appearance,, but an organic 
agent, one of the estates of the realm, provided and 
prepared, from of old and‘from everlasting, in the 
knitting and contexture of things. Presentiments, 
impulses, cheer him. There is a certain heat in the 
breast, which attends tho perception of a primary 
truth, which is the shining of tho spiritual sun down 
into tho shaft of tho mine. Every thought which 
dawns on the mind, in the moment of its emergence 
announces its own rank,—whether it is some whimsy, 
or whether it is a power. 

If ho have his incitements, there is, on the other 
side, invitation and need enough of his gift. Society 
has, at all times, the same want, namely, of one sane 
nfan with adequate powers of expression to hold up 
each object of monomania in its right relations. Tjjo 
ambitious and mercenary bring their last new mumbo- 
‘jumbo, whether tariff, Texas, railroad, Romanism, 
mesmerism, or California; and, by detaching the 
object from its relations, easily succeed in making it 
seen in a glare; and a multitude go mad about it, and 
they are nqj; to be reproved or cured by tho opposite 
multitude, who arc kept from this particular insanitj 
by jn eqdal frenzy on another crotchet. But let ctoe 
man have the comprehensive cy< that can, replaffo 
this isolated prodigy in its right neighbourhood and 
bearings,—the illusion vanishes, and the returning 
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reason of tho community thanks the reason of thj 
monitor. 

Tho scholar is tho man of tho ages, hut he must 
also wish with other men to stand well with his con¬ 
temporaries. But there is a certain ridicule, among 
superficial people, thrown on the scholars or clerisy, 
which is of no import, Wess the scholar heed it. In 
this country, the emphasis of conversation, and of 
public opinion,’commends tho practical man; and the 
solid portion of tho community is named with signifi¬ 
cant respect in every circle. Our people arc of Bona¬ 
parte's opinion concerning ideologists. Ideas are 
subversive of social order and comfort, and at last 
m.ako a fool of the possessor. It is believed tho 
ordering a cargo of goods from New York to Smyrna; 
or, the ninning up and down to procure a company 
of subscribers to set agoing five or ten thousand 
spindles; or, the negotiations of a caucus, and the 
practising on the prejudices and facility of country- 
people, to secure their votes in November,—is practi¬ 
cal and commendable. 

If I were to comi)are action of a much higher strain 
with a life of contemplation, I should not venture to 
pronounce with much confidence in favour of tho 
former. Mankind have such a deep stake in, inward 
illumination, that there js much to be said by the 
hermit or monk in defence of his life of thought and 
prayer. A certain partiality, a llcadiness,>afid loss of 
•balange, is the tax which all action must pay. Act, 
if you like,—but vou do it at your peril Men’s 
actions are too strong for them. Show me a man 
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^rho has acted, and who has pot been the victim and 
slave of hia action. What they have done commits 
and enforces them to do the same again. The first 
act, which was to he an oxperimept, becomes a sacra¬ 
ment. Tlie fiery refAmer embodies ins aspiration in 
some rite or covenant, and he and his friends cleave 
to the foim, and lose the aspiration. The Quaker has 
establistied Quakoriam, the Shakci’ has established his 
monastery and his dance; and, although each prates 
of spirit, there is no spirit, hut repetition, which is 
anti-spiritual But where arc his now tilings of to-day! 
In actions of enthusiasm, this drawback appears; but 
in those lower activities, which have no higher aim 
than to make us more comfortable and more cowardly, 
in actions of cunning, actions that steal and lie, actions 
that divorce the speculative from the practical faculty, 
and ppt a ban on reason and sentiment, there is 
nothing else but drawback and negation. The Hindoos 
write in their sacred books, “Children only, and not 
the learned, speak of the speculative and the practical 
faculties as two. They are but one, for both obtain 
the self-same end, and the place which is gained by 
the followers of the one is gained by the followers 
of the otlier. That man sooth, who seeth that the 
speculative imd the practical doctrines are one.” 
For groat action must draw on the spiritual nature. 
The measure of action is the sentiment from which 
it procee'dsi The pmtost action may easily be onJ 
‘of.the most private circumstance. 

This disparagement will not come from the leaders, 
but frou) inferior persons. The robust gentlemen 
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who stand at tho head of the practical class, share the 
ideas of the time, and have too much sympathy with 
tho speculative class. It is not from men excellent in 
any kind, that disparagement of any other is to he 
looked for. With such, Talleyifcid’s question is ever 
themain^one; not, is lie richl is he committed? is 
he well-meaning ? has Ii« this or that faculty^? is ho 
of tho movement? is he of the establishment ?—but, 
Is he mijhodf/? does he stand for something? Ho 
must be good of bis kind. That is all that Talleyrand, 
all that State Street, all that the common sense of 
mankind asks. Be real and admirable, not as wo 
know, but as you know. Able men do not care in 
what kind a man is able, so only that he is able. A 
master likes a master, and does not stipulate whether 
it bo orator, artist, craftsman, or king. 

Society has really no graver interest than the well¬ 
being of the literary class. And it is not to be denied 
that men are cordi.al in their recognition and welcome 
0 ^ intellectual accomplishments. Still the TOtor docs 
not stand witli us on any commanding ground. I 
think this to be his own fault. A pound passes for a 
pound. There have been times when he was a sacred 
person; ho mote biblcs; the first hymns; the codes; 
the epics; tragic songs; Sibylline verses; CMdoan 
oracles; Laconian scntonce.s, inscribed on temple walls. 
JEvory word was true,- and woko tho nations to new 
lilo. He wrote without levity, and withoTit clyjicc. 
Every qmrd was drved before his eyes, into the earth 
and the sky; and tj^ sun and stars were only letters 
of the same purj)ort, and of no more nccessityi But 
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^ow can he be honoured, when he docs not honour 
himself; when he loses himself in the crowd; when 
he is no longer tho lawgiver, but the sycophant, duck¬ 
ing to tho ^ddy opinion of a reckless public; when 
he must sustain with shameless advpcacy some bad 
government, or must bark, kll tho year round, in 
opposition; or write conventional criticism, or pro¬ 
fligate novels; or, at any rate, write without thought, 
and without recurrence, by day and By night, to the 
sources of inspiration 1 

Some reply to these questions may be furnished 
by looking over the list of men of literary genius in 
our age. Among these, no more instructive name 
occurs than that of Goethe, to represent the powers 
and duties of tho scholar or writer. 

I described Bonaparte as a representative of the 
popular external life and aims of tho nineteenth cen¬ 
tury. Its other half, its poet, is Goethe, a man quite 
dojjicsticated in the century, breathing its air, enjoy¬ 
ing its fruits, impossible at any earlier time, and 
taking away,' by his colossal parts, tKo reproach oi 
weakness, which, but for him, would lie on the intel¬ 
lectual works of tho period. Ho appears at a time 
when a general culture has spread itself, and has 
smoothpd down all sharp individual traits; when, in 
the absence of heroic characters, a social comfort and 
co-operation* have come in. There is no poet, but 
scores of poetic writers; no Columbus, but hundreds 
' of post-captains, with transit-telescope, barometer, and 
concentrated soup and pemmicaij ; no Demosthenes, 
no Chatham, but any number of clever parliament- 
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ary and forensic debaters; no prophet or saint, but 
colleges of divinity; no learned man, but learned 
societies, a cheap press, reading-rooms, and book-clubs, 
without number. There was never such a miscellany 
of facts. The, world extends* itself like American 
trade. We conceive Greek or Roman life,—life in 
the middle ages,—to bo a simple and comprehensible 
affair; but modern life to respect a multitude of things, 
which is distracting. 

Goethe was the philosopher of this multiplicity; 
hundred-handed, Argus-eyed, able and happy to cope 
with this rolling miscellany of facts and sciences, and, 
by his own versatility, to dispose of them with case; 
a manly mind, unembarrassed by the variety of coats 
of convention with which life had got encrusted, easily 
able by hi.s subtlety to pierce these, and to draw his 
strength from nature, with which he lived m full 
communion. What is strange, too, he lived in a small 
toivn, in a petty state, in a defeated state, and ip a 
time when Germany played no such leading part in the 
world’s affairs as to swell the bosom of her sons with 
any metropolitan pride, such as might have cheered % 
French, or English, or once, a Roman or Attic genius. 
Yet there is no trace of provincial limitation in his 
muse. He is not a debtor to his position, bul' 
bom with a free and controlling genius. 

The Helena, or the second part of Fausc, Is a philo¬ 
sophy of literature set in pootr^; the werk of one 
»vho found himsejf the master of histories, mythologies, 
philosophies, sciences, and national literatures, in the 
encyclopasdical manner in which. modern e^jadition. 
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with its intcmatibnal intercourse of the whole earth’s 
population, researches into Indian, Etruscan, and all 
Cyclopajan arts, geology, chemistry, astronomy; and 
every one of Iheso kingdoms assuming a certain aerial 
and poetic character, hy reason of tho ipultitude. One 
looks at a king with roverento; but if ono shonld 
chance to be at a congress <if kings, the eye would 
take libVties with the peculiarities of each. These 
are not wild miraculous songs, but clUhorato forms, 
to which the poet has cccifided the results of eighty 
years of observation. This reflective and critical 
wisdom makes the poem more tally the flower of this 
time. It dates itself. Still he is a poot,—poet of a 
prouder laurel than any contemporary, and, under 
this plague of microscopes (for he seems to see out 
of every pore of his skin), strikes the harp with a 
hero’s strength and grace. 

The wonder of the book is its superior intelligence. 
In fhe menstruum of this man’s wit, the past and the 
present ages, and their religions, politics, and modes 
of thinking, are dissolved into archetyifes and ideas. 
What new mythologies sail through his head! The 
Greeks said that Alexander went as far as Chaos; 
Goethe went, only tho other day, as far; and one step 
farther he hazarded, and brought himself safe back 

There is a heart-cheering freedom in his specula¬ 
tion. The iihmenso horizon whjch journeys with us 
lends its majesty to trifles, and to matters of convenii 
■ence and necessity, as to solemn an^ festal perform 
ances. He was the soul of his. century. If thai 
was learned, (ind had become, by'^pulation, compact 
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organisation, and drill of parts, one 'great Explorinj^ 
Expedition, accnmnlatin'g a glut of facts and fruits 
too fast for any hitherto-existing savans to classify, 
this man’s mind had ample chambers for Ihe distribu¬ 
tion of all. Ho had a power to unite the detached 
atoms again by their own law. He has clothed our 
modem dxistence witlnpoetry. Amid littleness and 
detail, he detected the Genius of hfe, the old Ainning 
Proteus, nestlijjg close beside us, and showed that the 
dulness and prose we ascribe to the age was only 
another of his masks:— 

“ His very flight is presence iu disguise: ” 
that he had put off a gay unifonn for a fatigue dress, 
and was not a whit loss vivacious or rich in Liverpool 
or the Hague, than once in Eome or Antioch. He 
sought him in public squares and main sti'oets, in 
boulevards and hotels; and, in the solidest kingdom 
of routine and the senses, he showed tho lurking 
daemonic power; that, in actions of routine, a thr^d 
of mythology and fable spins itself; and this, by 
tAcing the pedigree of oveiy usage and practice, every 
institution, utensil, and means, home to its origin in 
the structure of man. Ho had an extreme impatience 
of conjectm-e and of rhetoric. “ I have guesses enough 
of my own; if a man write a book, lot him sot down 
only what he knows.” He writes in tho plainest and 
lowest tone, omitting a great deal mdie than he 
Vgrites, and putting over a thing £er a word. ‘He has 
explained the di|tmction between the antique*and 
the mo’dem spirit and art He has defined art, ite 
scope and laws. Hfe^has said tho best ^ngs about 
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pature that eve# were said. He treats nature as the 
old philosophers, as the seven wise masters did,— 
and, with whatever loss of French tabulation and 
dissection, poetry and humanity remain to us; and 
they have some doctoral skill 'Eyq^ are better, on 
the whole, than telescopes ot microscopes. Ho has 
contributed a key to many.jferts of nature', through 
the rare turn for unity and simplicity in his mind. 
Thus Goethe suggested the leading Mca of modem 
botany, that a leaf, or the eye of a leaf, is the unit of 
botany, and that every part of the plant is only a 
transformed leaf, to meet a new condition; and, by 
varying tho conditions, a leaf may be converted into 
any other organ, and any other organ into a leaf. 
In like manner, in osteology, ho assumed that one 
vertebra of the spine might be considered the unit 
of tho skeleton; tho head was only the uppermost 
vertebra transformed. • “ The plant goes from knot to 
knot, closing, at lask with the flower and tlie seed. 
So the tape-worm, tho caterpillar, goes from knot to 
knot, and closes with the head. Man dnd tho higher 
animals are built up through the vertebra:, tho powers 
being concentrated in tho head.” In optics, again, 
ho rejected the artificial theory of seven colours, and 
considered that every colour was the mixture of light 
and darkness in new proportions. It is really of very 
little consequence what topic to writes upon. He 
secs at'every pori^ and has a certain gravitation 
tgwards truth. He will roabse wjjiat you say. H 
hates to bo trifled with, and to.be made to say over 
again ^me pld wife’s fable, thatVias had possession 
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of men’s faith these thousand years. ’ He may as well, 
see if it is true as another. He sifts it. I am here, 
he would say, to ho the measure and judge of these 
things. Why should I take them on trust 1 And, 
therefore, what, ho says of religion, of passion, of 
maniage, of manners, of property, of paper mgney, of 
periods of hcliof, of om'ens, of luck, or whatever else, 
refuses to bo forgotten. 

Take the most rcmarkahlo example that could 
occur of this tendency to veaify every term in popu¬ 
lar use. The Devil had played an important part in 
mythology in all times. Goethe would have no word 
that docs not cover a thing. The same measure will 
still servo; “ I have never heard of any crime which 
I might not have committed.” So ho flics at the 
throat of this imp. Ho shall bo real; he shall bo 
modem; he shall bo European; he shall dress hke a 
gentleman, and a£pcpt the m.anncr.s, and walk in the 
streets, and bo well initiated in the life of Vieiyra 
and of Heidelberg in 1820,—or he shall not exist. 
Accordingly, Re stripped him of mythologic gear, of 
horns, cloven foot, hariwon tail, brimstone, and biu? 
fire, and, instead of looking in books and pictures, 
looked for him in his own mind, in every shade of 
coldness, selfishness, and unbelief that, in crojvds, or 
iii solitude, darkens over the human thought,—and 
found that the porti’ait gained reality and terror by 
ewerytliing he added, and by everything lie took 
away. , He fonne^ that the essence of this hobgAlij, ' 
which had hovered^ shadow about the habitations 
of men, ever since mere were men, was pnre jptellect 
VOL. IV. 2 H 



